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My Lor a 
TV HEN firſt it enter'd' into- my 


805 AED 


Thoughts to make this Preſent "i 


3 to- Tour Lordſhip, I received. * / 
not only Encouragement, but 

Pleafure ; ſince upon due Examination of 

my ſelf, I found it was not a bare Preſu nx 
don, but my Duty to the Remembrance 

of many Extraordinary Favours Which 1 

2 have receiv'd at your Hands. - 
For heretofore having had the Honour © 8 
- _ to be near You, and bred under the ſame 1 


7.54 Diſcipline with You, I cannot but ow]. , 
that in a great meaſure I owe the ſmall 
2 FW ob. Share 


* 


— 


„4 The Epiſite Dedicatory. 
Share of Letters I have to Your Lordſhip, 
For Your Lordſhip's' Example taught me 
do be aſham'd of Idleneſs; and I firſt grey, 
| in love with Books, and. learn'd 'to value 
them, by the wonderful Progreſs which 
even in Your tender Years You made in 
them; ſo that Learning and Improvement 
grew daily more and more lovely in my 
Eyes, as they ſhone in You. | 
Your Lordſhip has an extraordinary Res- 
M to be a Patron of Poetry, for Your 
great Father lov'd it. May Your Lord- 
ſhip's Fame and Employments grow as 
great, or greater than his were; and may 
Your Virtues find a Poet to record them, 
equal (if poſſible) to that l * Genius 
which ſung of him. 
My ſlender humble Talent muſt not hope 
for it; for You have a Judgment which 1 
muſt always ſubmit to, a general Goodneſs 
which I never (to its worth) can value: 
And who can praiſe that well which he 
knows not how to comprehend? 
Already the Eyes and Expectations of 
Men of the beſt Judgment, are M48: r 
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* Mr. Waller, 
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= Epiſth Dedicat ——_— 7. 
You: For whereſoever You come, You 4 
have their Attention when preſent, and 
their Praiſe when You are gone: And 1 am 
ſure (if J obtain but Four, Lands | 
don) I ſhall have the i 


oof 2 


1 * 
my Friends, for having taken t i Oppor- 
tunity to expreſs my ſel,, 
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| Spoken by Mr. Betterton. 


J N Ages paſt, (when will thoſe Times renew?) 
Men Empires flouriſh'd, ſo did Poets too. 
When great Auguſtus the World's Empire held, 
Horace and Ovid's happy Verſe excelÞd. 85 
Ovid's foft Genius, and his tender Arts 

Of moving Nature, melted hardeſt Hearts. 
It did th Inperial Beauty, Julia, move 

To liſten to the Language of his Love. 
Her Father honour d him: And on her Breaſt, 
With raviſh'd Senſe in her Embraces preſt, 8 
He lay tranſported, fancy-full, and bleſt. 
Horace's li Genius boldlier rear'd 

His manly Head, and thro all Nature ſteer d; 
Her richeſt Pleaſures in his Verſe refin'd, 

And wrought em to the Reliſh of the Mind. 
He laſh'd, with a true Poet's fearleſs Rage, 
The Villanies and Follies of the Age. 
Therefore Mecænas, that great Fav'rite, rais'd 
Him high, and by him was he highly prais'd. 
Our Shakeſpear rote too in an Age as bleſt, 
The happieſt Poet of his Time, and beſt : 

A gracious Priuce's Favour chear'd his Muſe, 

A conſtant Favour he ne er fear d to loſe. 
Therefore he wrote with Fancy unconfin'd, 
And Thoughts that were Immortal as his Mind. 


And © 


PROLOGUE. 
Ind from the Crop of his luxuriant Pen 
Ber ſince ſucceeding Poets humbly glean. 


Tho much the woſt uttworthy of the T hrong, 
Dur this Day's Poet fears he as done him 


Yor ll find has 2 him of half a Play. 
ſmidſt his baſer Droſs youll ſee it ſhine 
Moſt beautiful, amazing, and divine. 

ro ſuch low Shifts, of late, are Poets worn, 


mourn; 5 
Dh | when will He and Poetry return: 
Vhen ſhall we there again behold him ſit 
4ſt ſhining Boxes and a Courtly Pit, 
rhe Lord of Hearts, and Preſident of Wit? 


. 


he joyful Muſes on their Hills ſhall [ing 


Plenty and Peace _— in our Iſle, 
Ind all things like the Enghſh Beauty ſmile. 
on, Criticks, Mall forget your natural Spite, 
z nd Poets with unbounded Fancy write : 
v'n this Day's Poet ſhall be alter d quite; 
{is Thoughts more loftily and freely flow ; 
i he himſelf, whilſt you his Verſe allow, 
ds much tranſported as he's humble now. 
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Like greedy Beggars that ſteal Sheaves away, 


hilſt we both Wit's and Czſar's RS 


8 


[hen that bleſt Day ( quick may it come) appears, 
is Cares once baniſh'd, and his Nation's Fears 


riumphant Songs of Britain's happy King. 
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Q. Pompeinus's Son. e 
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, . CO EA Mr. Willians. 
Marius Junior, Mr. Smith... 
Bs ͤ 6. Mr. Percivalt 
Merellus, Mr. Gill": 
Quintus Pompeius. . 2 
Cinna, e 1 Mr. Jevon. 
Sulpitius, 3 3 Mr. Underhill 
rr, a Senator. e 
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HISTORY and FALL 


OF 
CAIUS MARIUS. 


ACT I 2 EN E 1 


F a * 
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Within. ] Liberty! ! "Libery 1 Marius and Abbe ! f 
Liberty ! Liberty ! Liberty's c. | 


4 


Enter — Antonius, Cinna, and ad Senatars 5 


ME TE TZ US. 


; HEN will the Turlar Godeof Remo awake, . 
To fix the Order of our wayward State 

That we may once more know each o- $ 

& ther; know 

| Th* extent of my Prerogariyes and 
5 Dues ; 

x = Ti The ban Rules and 5 racy; Who e EEW 

Ouggt firſt to govern, and whom | obey? ONE. 2 ROW 
lt was not thus when Godlike Scipio held © 
Phe Scale of Power; he who with temp'rate Poiſe = 
4 OW: - 


Moſt 


8 4 Nobie bom; a l a0 ae are. Go 7 "I 
Such as are fir to fill the! Seat ok Tower, . 


Thou'ſt hit my Mark: We are to Ruin d; 


Zy the leud Noiſe of a licentious Rout! — 


To ſee the e together, a 


Blut who feaſts higheſt to obtain their Suffrage? — 
As "tis not many 2 Yea fine two great dem | 
In Rome. food ndidates en 83 — 


For high — In every Houſe was R JON” I 
To Day the drunken Rabble reel to one ths ON 3-1 


Changing their Voices with their Entertainment: 


of Ivy, ſacred to the Jolly God. 1 A N 


_ In Pomp, to grace the Preſent he had made ct 5 
The Fools all gap'd. Then when awhile he had 


That made him 


4 
— 


410 The Maroon Farts | | 
Knew how to guide the People- s Liberty - i 3 
In its full Bounds, nor did the Nobles Wa. Na 


Kot he himſelf was one è ͥ ̈ 


And awe this. riotous unruly Rabble, N —— 2 
That bear down all Authority before em, e 
Vere we not fold to Ruin. 

Aer. Cinna, there 1 


In all things ſold; Voices are ſold in 
And yet we boaſt of Li iberry. Juſt 
That Guardians of an Empire ſhould be — 


The ſturdieſt Drinker makes the ableſt Ss: i 1 
Ant. Would i 5 not anger any ue · born Pope, \ i 


Never conſulti {he 'tis beſt 3 


To Morrow. they were mad again for t Sor: 70 8 


And-none- could gueſs on whom the Choice would rt oF; 

— at the laſt a Stratagem was thought ot. 

ne Veſſel of Falernian Wine „ 
rouglit into the Forum, crown'd with W. 


The. Monſter- People — aloud for Joy 5 oh. 77 js 
When ftreight the Candidate himſelf appears 


With a ſmooth Tale tickled their Aſſes Ears, 
He at both ends tapp dckis Butt, and got the Conſu 1 
Cin. This Curſe TY, ECW: eee 8. Pride, 185 7 1 
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Tor Conſul in the War agaitiſt gf 
Where he went gut, Ae 2 Lientenatt iT 
And how the Kindneſs Was return d, A0 28h ©, 
I never fads,” + ter en Neue, 636 We a . 
And wonder ſuch a We 0 growth i in Rome, © _ BE $ 1 
Met. What ſays r my ae Dabu 2288 * "I 


Cin. That I like not Marini,” SL LAS at : 953:l0 ant EM 
Nor love him 45 8 
Met. There Rome + better cis gr, 1 £ You — 
Let us conſult and: {this Subjett . 2 I 


O Romans, he's the Thorn that: palls us All. Dontadd NE 
Our haraſs'd State ig crippłe Wält the Weight 7 9, 
Of his Ambition: We fe hör fafe in Marie, - - 
Do 1 not know his Riſe; his 40% Be i 218 
From what a"wretched' defpicable Root «- Van M 
His Greatneſs grey? Gods! that 2 Peaſant's Brat. 25 ( l 
Born in the outmòoſt Cottages 3 bps, 77 5 UL RG > 
And foſter'd in a Corner, mould by Bribes, 7. n 
By Covetouſneſs, and all the hu 


5 


* CY a 
1 


Means a 
Of working Pride, advance his lite Fate ey © BF" 4 
So high, to vaunt it o'er the Lords of Nome? . 1 
Ant. Ambition, raging like a Demon in hmm 
Diſtorts him to all ugly Forms, ſhe'as need to uſe: 
In his firſt ſtart of Fortune, O how vile 
Were his Endeavours and Submiſſions chen! a 
When ſuing to be choſen firlt Edilii jn 
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He was by general Vote repuls'd, yet boreit, n 
And in the Ame Day ſhamefully return'd, z "=o 
T'obtain the ſecond Office of that Name. e te, 
Equal was his Succeſs; deny'd-i in both: _* 1 | 
Yet could he condeſcend at laſt to as. 5 ner ber ue E 5308 
The Prætorſhip, and but with Bribes Sotthat. CS. 
Yet this is he that has Jifſturb%d the Wofldß 4 + 
Rome's Idol, and the Darling of her Wiſhes. Fs 


Met, I muſt confeſs it burdens, much my age, AS : 
To ſee the Man I hate thus ride m Country: 7-10 5 
For, Romans, I ppc” 7 Cauſe to hate bim. 10 3 2 
I was the firſt (and I am well rewarded) 04h a 2 
That lent my Hand to raiſe his feeble State. wh; 
Wie firſt 1 made him Tribune by my Yoke 
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12 The HIS ToRY aud FALL © 


I. thought there might be ſomething i in his Nature 
That promis'd well. His Parents were moſt rn. 
And ſerv'd my Father juſtly in their Truſt. nad 
Then as his Fortunes grew, when I was Conſul, | 
And went againſt Jugurtha into „ 1 
I took him with me one of my Lieutenants, + Il 


"Twas there his Pride firſt ſhew'd it ſelf in Actions, r 
Oppreſs d my Friends, and robb'd me of my Honour, If ti 
Cin. The Story's famous. Baſe een 4 


Diſſimulation, Crueley, and Pride, ne wl 
III Manners, Ignorance, and all the Ills- 1 
Of one baſe born, in Marius are join'd. 1 
Met. Even Age can't heal the Ra 
Six times the Conſul's Office has he b 
How well, our preſent Difcords beſt declare. 
Vet now again, when Time has worn him low, 
Conſum'd with Age, and by Diſeaſes preſs' d. 
He courts the People to be once more choſen, _....+ 
To lead the War againſt King Mithridates.. +. 
Ant. For this each Day he riſes with the Sun, 
And in the Field of Mars appears in Arms, ; , 
Excelling all our Youth in warlike Exerciſe: _ 
He rides and tilts, and when the Prize he'as won, q 
He brings it back with Triumph into Rome, 
And there preſents it to the ſordid Rabble ; * 
Who ſhout to Heav'n, and cry, Let Marius live. 
Met. He ſhall not have it, by the Gods he ſhall not, 
There is a Roman, noble, juſt and valiant, . ; 
Sylla's his Name, ſprung from the ancient Stock 
Of the Cornelii, bred from's Youth in War, 
Fluſh'd with Succeſs, and of a Spirit bold, 
And, more than all, hates Marius, ſtill has croſt 
His Pride, and clouded ey'n his brighteſt Triumphs :- 4 
He's Conſul now. Then let us all reſolve, 
And fix on him, to check this Havocker, 
That with his Kennel of the Rabble hunts 
Our Senate into Holes, and frights out Laws. x 
Cin. Agreed for Sylla. 
All, All for Sylla. 
Met, N ay, 
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- of Caius MarTtus. 1g 
t. con his Monſter Marius, who has us'd me thus, | reſet | 
ov'n now would wed his Family with mine, 
„nd asks my Daughter for his hated Off-ſpring. 
It, for my Wrongs, Zavinia ſhall be Sylla's, 
+ y eldeft born; her, and the beſt of all _ 9 — 
„ iy Fortune, I'll confirm on him, to cruſh the Pride 
our, pf this baſe- born, hot-brain'd, Plebeian Tyrant. 
At. Now Rome's laſt Stake of Liberty is ſet, 
ud muſt be puſh'd for to the Teeth of Fortune, / 
c. Then Caius Marius ſhall not have the Conſulſhip,' 
aer. No, I would rather be Sulpitius Shave, 


hat furious headlong Libertine Sulpitiu, * 
Chat mad wild Bull, whom Marius lets looſe SER 
Dn each occaſion when he'd make Room feel him, 
ro toſs our Laws and Liberties i'th' Air. * 
Ant. That lawleſs Tribune then muſt be reduc'd, - 
Inhing'd from off the Power that holds him up, 
lis Band of full ſix hundred Roman Knights, 
It in their Youth, and pamper'd high with Riot, 
hich he his Guard againſt the Senate calls; 
all wild young Men, and fit for glorious Miſchiefs. 
Mer. Fear nothing; let but Sylla once have Pow'r, 
nd then ſee how like Day he'll break upon 'em, 
nd ſcatter all tho ſe Goblins of the Night, 
onfuſion's Night; where in the dark Diſorders - 
df a divided State, Men know not where 
r how to walk, for fear they loſe their way, 
nd ſtumble upon Ruin. Mark the Race 
f Sylla's Life; obſerve but what has paſt, | 
ow ſtill he'as born a Face againſt this Marius, 
nd kept an equal ſtretch with him for Glory. 
Cin. He'as in the Capitol an Image ſet 
f Gold, in honour of his own Atchievement , 
herein's deſcrib'd how the Numidian King 
ave up Jugurtha Priſoner to Syila, 4 
Ind all in ſpite of Marius. Oh now, 
f you are truly Romany Nobles, wake, 


) 


170 


4 


eſume your Rights, and keep your Sylla Conſul. 

3 ourage, Nobility, and innate Honour, 5 
Thiſſhuſtice unbyaſsd, the true Rowan Spirit, 15 
„% ͤè ͤ ! Preſence 
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DING rain wendy 


Spent all my Years in Toil and cruel War, 


Made her the Court and 
Why does ſhe uſe me thus? 47 


And wr reck her Fate as low as firſt I found i it, 


* 


14 Te His rohr * Faux. | 


Preſence of Mind, and reſolute Performance 44 1 
Meet all in Sylla. ; e 
Met. Let's all agree for Sylla. 
All. All for Sylla. . [oi ont 
Enter Marius Senior, Marius YL nior,. and Graius, 
Mar. Sen. There Rome's Dzmons go. "2308 
Like Witches in ill Weather, in this Storm =» 
And Tempeſt of the State they meet in Corners, an 
And urge Deſtruction higher: for this end 
They' ve rais'd their Imp, their dear Familiar oe 5 
To croſs my Way, and ſtop my Tide of Glory. . 
If I am Caius Marius, if Im he #2] 
That brought Jugurtha chain'd in Triumph ue 
If 1 am he that led Rome's Armies 4 


Child my warm Youth in cold and W inter- Camps, 
Till I brought ſettled a and Plenty home, 


vy of the World; if un. 


Mar. Jun. Becauſe ſhe's rul d i 44 
By lazy Drones that feed on others Labours, 
And fatten with the Fruits they never toil'd for ; : 
Old gouty Senators of crude Minds and Brains 
That always are fermenting Miſchief up, x 
And ftyle their private Malice publick Safety 15 

Gran. One a Villain leads a State 
To Madneſs. There's that Bell- weather of wean 
And damn'd Sedition, Cinna, of a Life 
And Manners ſordid; one whoſe Gain's his Gong: 5 
And to that curſed end he'd facrifice 32128 
His Country's Honour, Liberty, or Peace; A 


Shran 


Nay, had he any, ev'n his very Gods. Ma 
Mar, Sen. H'as taken Rome even in the n Minus \nd e 
And eaſily debauch'd her to his ends | gecau 
When ſhe was over-cloy'd with Happineſs, uſt at 
Wantonly full, and var Fri after Chang e. I ecau 
For Sylla too, a Boy, a Woman' s Play — And ſe 
She has relinquiſh'd me, and flouts my Age. Hare 
Conſtant ill Fortune wait upon her for't, ' And as 


Ween 


of Caruvus Marius. 1 
hen it E like a hunted Prey, 5 
and hungry Ruin had it in the Wind; 
hen barbarous Nations, of a Race unknown, 

From undiſcover'd Northern Regions came, | 

o lay her waſte, and ſweep her from the Earth; 

i111, I Marius roſe, the Soul of all! 
he Hope ſh'had left, and with unwearied Toil, 

Dangers each Hour, and never-ſleeping Care, 

A burden for a God) oppos'd.my elf | 

Twixt her and Deſolation, gorg'd the Maw 

Of Death with ſlaughter'd numbers of her Foes, 

Reſtor'd her Peace, and made her Name renown'd. 
Mar. Jun. The Glory of that War muſt be remember d, 
hen Rome, like her old Mother Troy, ſhall lie | 

n Aſhes— Full three hundred thouſand Men, 

all Sons of Fortune, born and bred in Fields, 

V hoſe Trade was War, and Camps their Habitation, 
ung like a Swarm of Miſchiefs on the Hills 

Of Laly, and threatened Fate to Europe. N 
Gran. They came in Tribes, as if to take Poſſeſſion, 


— 


þ 5 nd ſeem'd a People whom the Hand of Fate 
ad ſcourg'd by Famine from a barren Land; 
I Viſage foul and ugly, pinch'd and wy fo 
y bitter Froſts and Winter-Winds ; yet fierce. 
s hungry Lyons of the Deſartrt. 

© MT heir Wives with loads of Children at their Backs, 
ny” old manly Hags, whom Shame had long forſook, 
9 nd vagrant living had inur'd to 11], 5 


Follow'd in Troops like Furies. „„ 
Mar. Jun. And all was done too when that Dolt Metellus 

Shrank like a Worm, and Sylla ſcarce was heard of, _ 

Mar. Sen. That curſt Merellus ſtill has been my Plague, 

ind ever done me moſt deliberate Wrong; 

tecauſe, like a tame Hawk, I ſcorn'd to fly 

uſt at his Quarries, and attend his Lure. 

Becauſe I grew too great for him in Wars _ 

And ſerv'd his Country well, he hates me. Twice 

Have I already offer'd him Alliance, 

And ask'd Lavinia, Marins, for thy Bed. 

Beggary catch me when again I court him. 
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The HrsTORY and Far 


= ſight thou Boy? ſtill at thunlucky Name 15 9 7 
Of that Lavinia, I have obſery'd thee tuns 
With thy Looks fix'd, as if thy Fate had ſeiz'd thee. 
Mar. Jun. Why did you name Lavinia? would ſhe's 
Been born, or that Metellus had not got her, N 
Mar. Sen. Forget her, Marius; ſhe's a oy Bit, 
A Delicate, for none but Sylla's taſte, he | 
The Fav'rite Sylla, th'Idol that's ſet up 
To blaſt thy Hopes and cloud thy Father s Glories, 
Conſider that, my Marius, and forget her. 
| Mar. Jun. Forget her? Oh! ſhe'as Beauty might enſna 
A Cpnqueror's Soul, and make him leave his Crowns 
At random to be ſcuffled for by Slaves. 
Forget her? Oh! teach me (great Parent) teach me; 1 
Read me each Day a Lecture of the Wronggs 
Done you by that inglorious Patrician, 9 
Till my Heart know no Longings but Revenge,/ 4 
And quite forget Lavinia e'er dwelt there. 
Methinks 'twould not be hard, e'en midſt the Senate, | 
To ſtrike this thro him in his Conſul's Chair. 
Tumble him thence, and mount it in his ſtead, _ © 
Mar. Sen. Oh! name not him and Conſulſhip tage rethy 
Sylla and Conſul ? ſet em far apart | „ 
As Eaſt from Weſt; for as they now are met, 
It bodes Confuſion, Ramme, to thee and thine. | 
Gran. I'd rather ſee Rome but one Funeral Pile, _ 
Arc all her People quitting her like Bees, 
Driven by Sulphur from their Hives; 


Much rather ſee her Senators in Chains * 
Drag'd thro the Streets to Death, and Slaves made Lorch ch 
Than ſee that vain preſumptuous Upſtart's Pride hy 
Succeed to lead the Armies you have bred. Hell 

Mar. Sen. Tis ſuch a Wrong as even tortures Thou n e. 
That we who've been her Champion forty Years, her 
Fought all her Battles with renown'd Succeſs, I'd r: 
And never loft her yet a Man in vain, And 
Should, now her nobleſt Fortune is at ſtake, har 
And Mithridates Sword is drawn, be thrown Vitk 
Aſide, like ſome old broken batter'd Shield: avi 


To ſee my Laurels 1 as I ruſt; 


7 * * R Tl = 


of Camus Manus. = 


cd all this manag'd by the curſed Craft, 
N' etulent Envy, and malignant — Es 
Ir that old barking Senate's Dog, Merellus., 
lee. take me, juſt Gods, with Thunder to the Earth, 

Id ne ay my gray Hairs low in the Cave of Death, _ 

_ (ne Mather than live in mem'ry of ſuch Shame, + 
Bit, Gran. Periſh Metellus firſt, and all his Race: 


Mar. Sen. There f poke che Soul of Marius. By the head” 
DF. Joe, | 
Ko him worſe Shi Finline: or Diſcaſes. 
teriſh his Family, let inveterate Hate 
ommence between our Houſes from this moment; j 
ag meeting never let '*emBloodleſs part. 
, Granius, bid Sulpitius ſtraight be ready 

ro meet me with his Guards upon the Forum. 

zy all the Gods, I'll chaſe the Dzmon out, 
That rages thus in Rome z or let her Blood 
ro that degree, till ſhe grow tame enough 
ro tremble at the Rod of my Revenge. 
Why didſt not thou applaud me for the Thought, 
Take m'in thy Arms, and cheriſh my old Heart ? 
* had been a lucky Omen. Art thou dumb? 
ge ar. Jun. As dumb as ſolemn Sorrow ought to be. 
ag ould my Griefs ſpeak, the Tale would haye no end.. 
uſt I reſolye to hate Metellus Race, | 
Yet know Lavinia took her Being thence? 
Lavinia! Oh! there's Muſick in the Name, 
hat ſoftning me to infant Tenderneſs, | 
Makes my Heart ſpring like the firſt leaps of Life. 

Mar. Sen. Then thou art loſt: If thou art Man or man, 
f thou haſt Virtue in thee, or canſt prize 
ny Father's Honour, ſcorn her like a Slave. 
Hell! Love her? Damn her: There's Metellas i in her. 
In every Line of her bewitching Face, 
here's a Reſemblanee tells whoſe Brood he « came of. 
I'd rather ſee thee in a Brothel trapt, 
And baſely wedded to a Ruffian' s Whore, 
Than thou ſhouldſt think to taint my generous Blood 
Vith the baſe Puddle of that o 'er-fed Gown-mats ; 
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When from the Sacrifice we came together, 


wagt# 7 2 * 


4 * f Fg . 8 5 1 
— . f „ 


Mar. Jun. Yes, Lavinia: Is ſhe not 
As harmleſs as the Turtle of the Woods? 
Fair as the Summer-Beauty of the Fields ? 
As opening Flow'rs untainted yet with Winds, 
The Pride of Nature, and the Joy of Senſe} _. 
Why firſt did you bewitch me elſe to weakneſs? 


And as by hers our Chariot drove along, - 3 
Theſe were your Words: That, Marius, that is ſne 
That muſt give Happineſs to thee and Rome, "Tod 
Confirming in thy Arms my wiſh'd-for Peace 
With old Metellus, and break Sylla's Heart. 
Mar. Sen, Then ſhe was charming. 
Mar. Jun, Oh! I found her ſo. 
J lookt and gaz'd, and never miſs'd my Heart, 
It fled ſo pleaſingly away. But now 
My Soul is all Lavinia's, now ſhe's furt 
Firm in my Heart by ſecret Vows made there, 
Th'indelible Records of faithful Loves, 
You'd have me hate her. Can my Nature change? 
Create me o' er again — and I may bee 
That haughty Maſter of my ſelf you'd have me: 
But as I am, the Slave of ſtrong Deſires, 
That keep me ſtruggling under; tho I ſee 
The hopeleſs ſtate of my unhappy Love 
With Torment, like a ſtubborn Slave that lies 195 
Chain'd to the Floor, ſtretch'd helpleſs on his Back, 
1look to Liberty, and break my Hearts op 
Mar.Sen, Has ſhe yet heard your Love, or granted hers! 
Mar. Jun. If Eyes may ſpeak the Language of the Heart 
If tend'reſt Glances, Sighs, and ſudden Bluſhes 
May be interpreted for Loye in one 
So Young, fo Fair, and Innocent as ſhe, 
Our Souls can, ne'er be Strangers :)! 


Mar. Sen. No more, I'll have Lavinia nam d no more: 
When next thou nam'ſt her, let it be with Lala, 17551 


Tell me, ſhe'as whor'd, or fled her Father's Ho 
With ſome coarſe Slave t'a ſecret Cell of Luſt, 


Mar. Jun: I ſhall obey. Gods, from your Skies look 
down, 8 - = 


£ 
* * 7 
4 * 
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No of Carus MARTus. 15 
And find like me one wretched, if you can. 
No, Sir, I'll ſpeak that hateful Name no more, 
But be as curſt as you can with your Son, a 
ey De Sulpigus.. _- 
Mar. Sen, Oh Sulpitius ! © 8 
Thou Darling of m' Ambition, art thou come? 
What News? „ 
MM Slp. I've left a Preſent at your Houſe, 
je he Head of a Metellus, a gay, tall, 
1H Young thing, that was in time t'have been a Lords 
But he's but Worm's meat now. „ 
Mar. Sen. My beſt Sulpitius, 
Thou always comfort'ſt me. See here a Man, 
A Stranger to my Blood as well as Fortune; 
But merely of his choice my Honour's Friend : 
What mighty things would he not do for me? 
Couldſt thou, when Honour call'd thee, whine for Love? 
Sulp. How? my young Son of War in Love? with whom? 
| Mar, Jun, AW oman, Sir muſt not ſpeak her Name. 
Sulp. If it be hopeleſs Love, uſe generous Means, 
And lay a kinder Beauty to the Wound; 
Take in a new Infection to the Heart, 
And the rank Poiſon of the old will die — 
Mar. Jun. A Plantane-Leaf is excellent for that. 
Sulp. For what? | 
Mar. Jun. For broken Shins. 
Sulp. Why? art thou mad? 
Mar. Jun. Not mad, but bound more thay a Mad- man is, 
Confin'd to Limits, kept without my Food, | 
W hipt and tormented. —Prithee do not wake me; 
Let me dream on „ 
Salb. Oh! the ſmall Queen of Fairies 
Is buſy in his Brains; the Mab, that comes 
Drawn by a little Team of ſmalleſt Atoms 
Over Men's Noſes as they lie aſleep, | 
In a Chariot of an empty Hazel-nut, 
Made by a Joyner- Squirrel: in which Statee 
She gallops Night by Night through Lovers Brains; 
And then how wickedly To dream, all know. 1 
Sometimes ſhe courſes o'er a Courtier's Nofe, _ 


-& 55.6 


1 


bo then he dreams of begging an Eftate. 4 
Sometimes ſhe hurries o'er à Soldiers Neck 
And then dreams he of cutting foreign Throat; 
Of Breaches, Ambuſcado's, temper'd Blades, *: 22. e 
Of good rich Winter- quarters, and falſe Muſters. _. - | 
Sometimes ſhe tweaks a Poet by the Ear, „ 
And then dreams ne e 


e burnt to Tinder. 


The His rear * FALL | 


Of e, Ae flatt' ring Dedications, | 
And miglity Preſents from the Lord knows who, 1 
But wakes as empty as he laid him down. 1 

She has been with Sy{la too, and he dreams now 


Of nothing but a Conſulſhip. ö 


EAA 


Mar. Sen. A Rattle! | | "= pt 4 
Give the fantaſtick giddy Boy a Rattle; 2 | 
The puling Fondling ſhould not want a Play- thing, IS 
A Conſulfhip 1 | 1 

Sulp. By al the Gods, he'll ſhake it. 11 
H'as drawn a Force from Capua here to Rome, mg A 
As if he meant Deſtruction or Succeſs : „ 

The Rabble too are drunk with him already." FE T 

Mar. Sen. Alarum all our Citizens to Arms | 8 
1 eren B Boy, behold my Face no more, c 

| Till thou'ſt done ſomething worthy of my Name. * 


Mar. Jun. Firſt periſh Hos. and all I hold moſt des 
Rather than let me feel my Father's Hate 3 
Mar. sen. Why, that's well ſaid —— | 
Sulp. My Troops are all together, EY X f 


| - ready on the Forum : But the Heav'ns 


Flay Tricks with us. Our Enſigns, as they ſtood 
play'd before our. Troops, took Fire Weh 


Three Ravens brought their young ones in the Streets,” 
Devouring 'em before the people Ee, 
Then bore the Garbage back into their Neſts. 
A noiſe of Trumpets rattling i in the Air 
Was heard, and dreadful Cries of dying Men. 
Mar. Sen. It was the Roman Genius, that dus warns 


Me, her old Friend, not to let ſlip my Fate. Am tio 1 


* * 
4 


Met. 


Ei - 
| Carus Mants. 3 | 
Ambition! Oh, Ambition! If I've done 
For thee things great and well —ſhall Fortune BAL 
Forſake me ? 2 

Hark thee, Sulpitius, if it come to Blows, 
Let not a Hair of that Metellus ſcape thee, SZ 
Who'd ſtrip my Age of its moſt dear hr Honours. 
Elſe why 5 77 us buſtled in the Wor 
Through various and uncertain Fortune hurF'd, -- £5 
But to be great, unequall'd. and alone? | 
Which only he can be: who. ftill ſpurs on _ 3 
As ſwift at alt as when he firſt begun. | Ex: 


ACT N Sen 


Enter Metellus and Narſe, 
Cannot reſt to night: Ill-boding Thoughts 
Have chas d ſoft Sleep from my unſettled Brains. 
This ſeems Lavinia's Chamber, and up. 
Reſt too to-night has been a r here. 


| Lavinia! My Daughter, hoa? 12 here art thou? 


_ Nurſe. Now dr my Maiden-head (arewelve Years old 
I had one} 
Come, what Lamb? What, Lady- bird? Gods forbid. 
Where's this Girl Lævinia | 
Enter Lavinia. ee” 

Lav. How now Þ Who calls? 

Nurſe, Your Father, Child, 

Lav. I'm here. Your Lordfhip's Pleaſure. 

Mer, Why up at this unlucky time of Night, 
When —_— but loathſom Vermin are abroad, 

Or Witches g pois'nous Herbs for , 
By the pale Light abe of the cold waning Moon? 

3 "Akin I could not ep I In a = Dream 
Methought I ſa one ſtandi my B | 
To da. me I ſhould hw care of * ; 
For 'twould be baneful— 6-0 

Met, Dreams give Children Fears. 

Lav. At which I roſe from my uneafy Pillow, . 

And to my Cloſet went, to pray the Gods BY 
Tavert et Omen. | Mets 


1 


„ 


Ke 1 


an 9 9 „ 22 — 
„ 9 NB 
"+ : OTE 
U Shes - 
* 
* 


Fears. Young Marius then too was but a Boy. My 


ed. Sure I ſhall never forget it of all Days Upon 


But, as I ſaid before, when it did taſte the Wormſeed on 


_ chy, and fall out with the Nipple. Shout, quo” the Peo- 
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Met, "Twas well done. = | 1 ril's 
Nurſe, give us leave a- while: I muſt impart 2 


Something to my Lavinia, Yet ſtay, „ 
And hear it too. Thou know'ſt Lavinia's Age. * Lo 
Nurſe, Faith, I know her Age to an Hout. 
Met. She's bare ſixteen. . „ 
Nurſe, T'll lay ſixteen of my Teeth of it; and pet 
no Diſparagement, I have but ſix, ſhe's not ſixteen, 
How long is't now ſince Marius triumph'd laſt? | 
| Met, No matter, Woman; what's that to thee? 
Nurſe. Even or odd, of all Days in the Year, ſince M. 
rius enter'd Rome in Triumpli, tis now even thirteen 


- -' 
2 
5 - 


Tais and ſhe were both of an Age. Well, Lais is in Hap- 
pineſs, ſhe was too good for me. But as I was ſaying, | 
a Month hence ſhe'll be ſixteen. Tis ſince Marius tri. 
umph'd now full thirteen Years, and then ſhe was wean 


that Day (for I had then laid Wormſeed to my Breaft, 
ſitting in the Sun under the Dove-houſe Wall) my Lady 
and you were at the Show, Nay, I do bear a Brain! 


my Nipple, and felt it bitter, pretty Fool! to ſee it tea- 


ple in the Streets. Twas no need, I trow, to bid me 
trudge. And ſince that time it is thirteen Years ; and 
then ſhe could fland alone, nay, ſhe could run and wad- 
dle all about: For juſt the Day before ſhe broke her 
Forehead, and then my Husband (Peace be with him, he 
was a e took up the Baggage. Ay, quo” he, 


doſt thou fall upon thy Face? Thou wilt fall backward 0, 

n 3 1 
when thou haſt more Wit; wilt thou not, Vinny? and by Te 
my Fackins, the pretty Chit left crying, and ſaid, Ay.— ve 
I warrant an I ſhould live a thouſand Years, I never py 


ſhould forget it. Wilt thou not, Vinny, quo' he; and As 
pretty Fool, it ſtop, and ſaid, Ay. 5 1 
Met. Enough of this; ſtop thy impertinent Chat. W 
Nurſe. Yes, my Lord: yet I cannot chuſe but laugh, | N 


think it ſhould leave crying, and fay, Ay——And yet I, 
in Sadneſs it had a Bump on its Brow as big as a Cock- i 


nls 


of Cat tvs N F 23 


ril's Stone, a parlous Knock, andi cry'd bitterly, Ay, 


quo my Husband, fall'f upon thy Face ? thou wilt fall 
backward when thou com'ſt to Age, wilt thou nat Vinny? 
Look you now, it ſtinted, and faid, Ay 
Mer. Intolerable trifling Goſſip, peace. _ | 
Nurſe. Well ; thou walt the precy' Babe, that e er] = 
nurſt, Might L but live to thee marry'd once, 1-- 
ſhould be happy. It ſtinted, and faid, Ay 
Met. What think you then of Marriage, my Lavinia ? 
It was the Subject that I came to treat of. 
Lav. It is a thing T have not dreamt of yet. „ 
Nurſe. D ? the thing of Marriage ? were I not thy 
Nurſe, I would ſwear mY hadſt fucked ay Wiſdom 
from thy Teat. The thin | 
Met. Think of it now t en, for I come to make 
Propoſals may be worthy of your Wiſnes. 
They are for Sylla, the young, the gay, the handſome, 
Noble in Birth and Mind, the yaliant: Sylla. wa. 
Nurſe, A Man, young Lady, Wy, ſuch a Man as all 
the World—why, he's a Man of Wax. : 
Met. Conſider Child, my Hopes are all in thee, - a 
And now old Age gains ground ſo faſt upon me, 5 
'Monglt all its ſad Ifrmiies, my Fears 
For thee are not the ſmalleſt. | 
Therefore I've made Alliance with this Sy la, 
A high-born Lord, and of the nobleſt nene | 
That Rome can boaſ}, to give thee 'to his Arms; 3 


o in the Winter of 1 my Age to find 


Reſt from all worldly Cares, and kind rejoicing _ 
In the warm Sunſhine of thy Happineſs. 
Lav. If Happineſs be ſeated in Content, 

Or that my being bleſs'd'can make you ſo, 
Let me implore it on my Knees. Iam _ 
Your-only Child, and ftill, thro all the Courſe 
Of my paſt Life have been. obedient too: 
And as you've ever been a loving Parent, 
And bred me up with watchful tender'ſt Care, 

Which never coſt me hitherto a Tear; 
N ame not that Sylla any more, indeed 


I cannot love him. 


Met. Why? | | Lav 
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"Lev. Indeed I cannot; © 1 ox I; © om 
Met. O early Diſobedience! by the Gods, SG 2 
Debauch'd already to her Sex's Folly, „ 
Perverſeneſs, and untoward head- ſtrong Will! 
Lav. Think me not ſo; 1 gladly ſhall ſubmit 
To any thing; nay, muſt ſubmit to all: „„ 
Let think a little, or you ſell my Peace. 
The Rites of Marriage are of mighty moment: 
And ſhould you violate a thing ſo ſacred 
Into a lawful Rape, and load my Soul 4 
With hateful Bonds, which never can grow eaſy, 
How miſerable am I like to be? : | 
Met. Has then ſome other taken up your Heart, 


And baniſh'd Duty as an Exile thence ? 
What ſenſual leud Companion of the Night 
Have you been holding Converſation with, 


From open Windows at a Midrffght hour, W . 
When your looſe Wiſhes would not let you ſleep ?; ?: n | 
Lav. If I ſhould love, is that a Fault in one b 
So young as I ? I cannot gueſs the Cauſe; " *y 
But when you firſt nam'd Sylla for my Love, au 
My Heart ſhrunk back as if you'd done it wrong: 2 
It I did love, III tell you—if I durſt. 2 
Oh Marius | 7 FR 
Met. Hah! | 5 18 
Lav. "Twas Marius, Sir, I nam'd, k wo 
That Enemy to you and all your Houſe, 5 3 
Twas an unlucky Omen that he firſt - - Wir 
Demanded me in Marriage for his Son. + 8 
Vet, Sir, believe me, I as ſoon could wed 1 2 
That Marius, whom I've cauſe to hate, as Sylla. 0 
- Met. No more; by all the Gods, twill make me mad. Mr if 
That daily, nightly, hourly, every way ; | > bo 
My Care has been to make thy Fortune high ; Wk 
And having now provided thee a Lord WT nd i 
Of nobleſt Parentage, of fair Demeſns, mY y a 
Early in Fame, youthful, and well ally'd, ali d 
In every thing as Thought could wiſh a Man, La- 
To have at laſt a wretched puling Fool, I Meth 
A whining Suckling, ignorant of her Good, 1 1 


„ Carus MINI. 


o anſwer Til not wed, I cannot love. a 
thou art mine, reſolve upon Compliance, | { 061 2100 
gong no more to rel,beneath my Ronfs.. Sn 
, try thy risk in Fortune's barren. Field, | 1 20 
226 where thou wilt, but thinle no more 70 , 
thy Obedience welcome thy Return. 
Lav. Will you then quite ** off your poor Lavinia, 
d turn me like a Vagrant out of doors 
o wander up and down the Streets of 
ad beg my Bread with Sorrow 2 Can I bear 
e proud and hard Nevilings of > Yves: 
t with his Maſter's Plenty, when I ak 
little Pity for my pinching. Wants? | 
all I endure' the: cold, wet, _ N Night, 
> ſeek a Shelter under droopi : 
Porch my Bed, 2 21 my Pillow, A 
iv'ring — ſtarvd for want of Warmch and Food, 
ell'd with my Sighs, and almoſt choak'd! with Teart r 
uſt I, at the uncharitable Gates 
f proud g great Men implote Relief in vain 5 
uſt I, your poor Lavinia, bear all this, 
cauſe 1 am not Miſtreſs of my Heart, 
cannot love according to your liking 2 
Met. Art thou not Milfs of thy Hear then ? 2 
Lav. No; 
is given away, 
Met. To whom ? . 5 
Lav. I dare not tell: $4551 
t I'll endeayour ſtrangely to forgee TY 
you'll forget but Sylla. AJA 
Met. Thou doſt well. 
onceal his Name if thou'dſt LIES his Lite: 
or if there be a Death in Roms that might 
2 bought, it ſhould not mils him. From this . 
urſt be thy Purpoſes, moſt curſt thy Love. we 
nd if thou marry'ſt, in thy ee 5 
lay all the Curſes of an injurd Parent co 
all thick, and blaſt the Bleſſings of thy Bed, 
Lav, What have you done? alas! Sir, as you ſpoke; 
* the Fury of your Words took place,. 5 
0 An 
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And ſtruck my Heart like Lightning, dead within x me. 


Alas! that ever Heav'n ſhould praiſe Stratagems- | 
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Gone too ? - (Exit Metals 
Is there no Pity ſitting in the Clouds 
That ſees into the Bottom of my Grief ? ?; 


Upon ſo ſoft a Subject as my ſelf! 
What ſay'ſt thou? haſt thou not a Word of Joy ? 


Some Comfort, Nurſe, in this Extremity. 1 s 
Nurſe. Marry ; and there” S but need on t : 04 m This 
Life, this Dad of ours was an arrant Wag in his your. : 
Days for all this. Well, and what then ?-' Marius is Can 
Man, and ſo's Sylla. Oh! but Marius's Lip! and - Turi 
Sylla's Noſe and Forehead ! but then Marius's Eye 
how *twill ſparkle, and twinkle, and rowl, and Meer 
But to ſee Sylla a Horſeback ! but to ſee Marius walk d G 
dance! ſuch a Leg; ſuch a Foot, ſuch a Shape, ſuch; 
Motion. Ah a—Well, Marins is the Man, muſt be th 8 
Man, and ſhall be the Man. rue 
Lav. He's by his Father's Nature rough and fierce, one 
And knows not yet the Follies of my LovTe; G 
And when he does, perhaps may ſcorn and hateand.d can 
Nurſe. Yes, yes, he's a rude, unmannerly, ill-bred Fel 8 
low. He's not the Flow'r of Courteſy ; but III warranl wh 
him, as gentle as a Lamb. Go thy ways, Child, ſeri Apr 
' God. What? a Father's an old Man, and old Men they Spe: 
ſay will take care. But a young Man! Girl, ah! ne 
young Man! there's a great deal in a young Man, ai 1 co 
thou ſhalt have a young Man, What! Ithave been th By 
Nurſe theſe ſixteen Years, and I ſhould know wie By | 
good for thee ſurely. Oh! Ay—a'y Man! And 
Lav. Now, prithee leave me to 971 ſe] — 1. Tha 
Exit Tu G 
'Tis hardly yet within two Hours of Day; 50) tn 8 
Sad Nights ſeem long—TIl down into the — To 
The Queen of Nis We fears Prone, 1 0 fr Till 
Shines fair with all her Virgin-ſtars him FUR: 213 It bl G 
Not one amongſt them all a Friendito me: fo 
ret by their Light a-while I'll guide my Steps, Blin 
And think what Courſe my wretched State muſt take. 80 
Oh, Marius 1 I[lIkekExit Lavita Tha 
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8 0 E NE 1 walled Garde belonging | 
to Metellus's Houſe. 24T ub 


Enter Marius Junior. - 4 
Mar. Jun. How vaialy have I ſpent this idle Night! | 
Even Wine can't heal the ragings of my Love. | 
This ſure ſhould be the Manſion of Lavinia; 
young ror in ſuch Groves the Deities firft dwelt. . 
us is i Can 1 go forward when my Heart is here? 


dich rurn back, dull Earth, and fad thy: Centre out. 
again [ Enters the W 
$'- f Enter Granjus. . Sulpitius. 

valk d Gra. This way he went e Marius ! Bro- 
ſuch: ther Marius 

be th Sul. Perhaps he's wiſe, and | gravely gone to Bed. 

| Where's not ſo weak a Drunka a Lover; 


One Bottle to his Lady's Health quite addles him. 
Gra. He ran this way, andleap'd this Orchard- wall. 

Call, good Sulpitius. : 

Sulp. Nay, I'll conjure too. 

arran Why, Marius Humours ! Paſſion ! Mad-man! Lover! 

ſeri Appear thou in the likeneſs of a Sigh. | 

Speak but one Word, and I am fatisfy'd. 

ih! lie hears not, neither ſtirs he yet. Nay! then 

a I conjure thee by bright Lavinia's Eyes, 

By her high Forehead, and her Scarlet Lip, 

By her fine Foot, fraight Leg, and quivering Thigh, 

And the Demeſns which there adjacent lie, 

That in thy likeneſs thou appear to us. | 

Gra, Hold, good Sulpitius, this will anger him * 

Sulp. This cannot anger him. Twould anger him. 

To raiſe a Spirit in his Lady's Arms, | 
Till ſhe had laid and charm'd it down again. 
Gra. Let's go; he has hid himſelf among | theſe . 

To die his m an ht Mind in Night: 5 

Blind in his Love, and beſt befits the Dark. 

2 Sulp, Pox o'this. Love, this little ſcarecrow Love, . 5 
wan That frights Fools with his painted * of Lath 

Out of their feeble Senſe. "i 
8 1 Gran. 
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on ER 0s 
* 


—— 


Or burn Metellus' Houſe about his Ears. 


ee 


Gran. Stop there let's leave the Subject and its Slay D 


Sulp. This Morning Sylla means to enter Rome: 
Your Father too demands the Conſulſhip. 


Yet now when he ſhou'd think of cutting Throats, AM. 
Your Brother's loſt; loſt in a maze of Love, all 
The idle Truantry of callow Boys. mM ta 
I'd rather truſt my Fortunes with a Daw, La 
That hops at every Butterfly he ſees, alt 
Than have to do in Honour with a Man M. 
That ſells his Virtue for a Woman's Smiles. [Eu kno 
Enter Marius Junior in the Garden. y N 
Mar, Jun, He laughs at Wounds that neyer felt th ecau 
ſmart. La 
What Light is that which breaks thro yonder Shade! he ( 
| - [Lavinia in the nd t 
Oh! tis my Love. an 
She ſeems to hang upon the Cheek of Night, y wi 
Fairer than Snow upon the Raven's Back, Mz 
Or a rich Jewel in an Zthiop's Ear. ele 
Were ſhe in yonder Sphere, ſhe'd ſhine ſo brig am 
That Birds would ſing, and think the _ were bee s th 
Lav. Ah me! | Th d ha 
| Mar. Jun. She ſpeaks, La 
Oh! ſpeak again, bright Angel; for thou art he! 
As glorious to this Night, as JS at Noon ur 1 
To the admirin Eyes of gazing Mortals, her 
When he beſtrides the lazy —＋ Clouds, Il br 
And ſails upon the Boſom of the Air. Jad! 
Lav. O Marius, Marius wherefore art cow: Maria o- ni, 
Deny thy Family, renounce thy Name: nd v 
Or if thou wilt not, be but worn my Love, e th 
And I'll no longer call Aferellus Parent. akec 
Mar. Jun. Shall I hear this, and yo keep fence farin 
Lav. No. Ma 
'Tis but thy Name that is my Enemy. oa I the 
Thou wouldft be ſtill thy ſelf, tho not a Alaris, ws 
Belov'd of me, and charming as thou ar. db. 
What's in a Name ? that which we call a m_—_— | 
By any other Name wou 'd final as ſweet. 


of Caius MAR us. , 2g 
0 Marius, were he not Marius call d. Ee 
ge ſtill as dear to my deſiring Eyes, | 
7ithout that Title. Marius, . loſe thy Name, 
\nd for that Name, which i is no * of ene 
Take all Lavinia. =] * 
Mar. Jun. At thy word 1 take 8 EA, 
all me but Thine, and Joys will ſo tranſport m me, N 
ſhall forget my ſelf, and quite be chang de. 
Lav. Who artthou, that Gay hid and Wan in Night, . 
aſt overheard my Follies:?: 
Mar. un. By a Name 
know not how to tell thee who 1 am. 
y Name, dear Creature, s hateful to my. ſelf, 
ecauſe it is an Enemy to thee.. , | 
Lav. Marius? how cam'ſt thou hither ? tell, and Why 2 
he Orchard - walls are high, and hard to climb, 
nd the place Death, N who thou art, 
any of our Family here find thee. ow 
y whoſe Directions didſt thou find this 8 3 
Mar. Jun. By Love, that firſt did prompt me to enquire. 
e lent me Counſel, and L lent-him EvSS- ns 4, 
am no Pilot; yet wert thou as far 
5 the vaſt Shore waſh'd by the fartheſt Sea, | 
d hazard Ruin for a Prize ſo dea 
Lav. Oh Marius] vainare all ſuch Hopes a and Wiſhes. 
he Hand of Heay'n has thrown a Bar between us, 
ur Houſes Hatred and the Fate of Rm, 
here none but Sylla muſt. be haz now. 1a bak 
ll bring him Sacrifices of ſome ſort, . Bo. 
nd I muſt be a Victim to his Bed. IF 


= 


aria! o· night my Father brake the dreadful News ; * BY 4 wy 
105 nd when 1 urg'd him for the Right of Love, - 9 701. 524 
e threaten'd me to baniſh me his Houſe, IT x47 


aked and ſhiftleſs to the World. Would thou, 

larius, receive a Beggar. to. thy 0 m2 eſt | 
Mar, Jun, Oh! were my Joys. at t upon that P eier, 
then ſhake Hands with Fortune, and be . , 3 
ms 0 my ru c embrace j it © i. r 187 IT 


3.9 . 4 44 
* * 


"I 
1 4 


ca The Horoay: l 


Lav. Thou know'ſt the Mask of Night 5 on m 128. 
Elſe ſhould 1 bluſh for what thou'ft heard me fpeak. 


Fain would 1 dwell on Form; fain, fai den wth 34 

The things I've ſaid : but farewel all ſuck Tolle | 

Doſt thou then love ? I know thou'lt tay thou doſt; 

And I muſt take thy word, tho thou prove falſe. itn Tec 

Aar. Jun. By yon bright Cynthia's Beams that ſhiue T 

Lav. Oh! ſwear not by the Moon, th' inconſtant Moon 

| That changes monthly, and ſhines but by Sean Tc 
Leſt that thy Love prove variable too. = | 

Mar. Jun. What ſhall I fwear by? „ 

Lav. Do not ſwear at all. 1 Tc 

Or, if thou wilt, ſwear by thy gracious bel, 8 Re 

Who art the God of my Idolatry, N SY Elf 

And I'll believe thee. 1 15 


Mar. Jun. Witneſs all ye Powers. 
Lav. Nay, do not ſwear: altho my Joy be gre He 
I'm hardly ſatisfy'd with this Night's Contract: W Li 
It ſeems too raſh, too unadvis'd and ſudden, _ 
Too like the Lightning, which does ceaſe to be 
E'erone can ſay it is, Therefore this time 
Good-night, my Marius May a happier Hour 
Bring us to crown our Wiſhes, | 
Mar. Jun. Why wilt thou leave me ſo onfarefy') W 
Lav. What wouldſt thou have? | 
Mar. Jun. Th' gn of Love for mine. 
Lav, I gave thee mine before thou didſt requeſt ! it ; 3, An 
And yet I wiſh I could retrieye it back. 2 Th 
Mar. Jun. Why ? | 0 
Lav. But to be frank, and give it thee again. ä 
My Bounty is as boundleſs as the Sea, 3 
My Love as deep: the more I give to the, ke 
The more I have: for both are infinite. MI Nc 
1 hear a Noife within. Farewel, my Marius - 


Or ſtay a little, and I' come again. Th 
"Hd Jun. Stay! fare for ever. An 
Lav. Three words, and, Marius, then Good-night ad . 

If that thy Love be hdnourably meant, 

Thy Purpofe Marriage, fend me word to-morron, - He 


And all my Fortunes at thy Feet I'll * 


Nu 


nb Maxius. Fr 
Xurſe within.) Madam !' © N 
Lav, I come anon. But if thou meant not vel. 
l do beſeech the : 
Nurſe within.) Madam! Madam — 
Lav. By and by, I come. | 
To ceaſe thy Suit, and leave me to my Griels. 2 
To-morrow I will ſend= [Exe 
Mar. Jun. So thrive my Soul. 15 not all this a Dream, 
Too lovely, ſweet and flattering, to be true? : 
: Re-enter Lavinia, 
Lav. Hiſt, Marius, hiſt, Oh for a Falkner 8 Voice, 
To lure this Taſſel-gentle back again. 
Reſtraint has Fears, and may not ſpeak atoud : 
Elſe would I tear the Cave where Echo lies, 
With repetition of my Marius, — _ 
; Mar. Jun. It is my Love that calls me back 
reat, How ſweetly Lovers Voices ſound by Night ! 
lie ſofteſt Muſick to attending Ears. 
Lav. Marius. 
Mar. Jun. My Dear, 
Lav. What a- Clock to-morrow ? 
Mar. Jun, At the Hour of nine. 
Lav. I will not fail: *Tis twenty Years til bs 
yd! Why did I call thee back ? 
| Mar. Jun. Let me here ſtay till chouremember'ſt why. 
: Lav. The cent breaking; Iwould have W 5 
ſt it; And yet no farther than a Wanton's Bird. 
That h it hop a little from his Hand, 
To pull it by its Fetters back again. 
Mar. Jun. Would I were thine. | 
Lav. Indeed and fo would I © 
Yet I ſhould kill thee ſure with too much cheriſing; | 
No more—Good-night. 5 
Mar. Jun. There's ſuch ſweet Pain in parting, 
That I could hang for ever on thy Arms, 
And look away my Life into thy Eyes. 
Lav, To-morrow will come. 1 
Mar. Jun. So it will. Good-nig . 
Heav'n be thy. Guard; and all its Reis wait tee 
Exit * 
© 


To-morrow! *tis no longer: But Deſires 


To-morrow! Oh to-morrow ! till that come, 


VE ˙ ers en; —— — 4 
* 2 a —— ” 


fora Marius; and do as much Miſchief as jou can. 
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Are ſwift, and longing Love would laviſh time. 


The tedious Hours move heavily away, 
And each long Minute ſeems a. lazy Day. 7 


Already Light is mounted in the Arr. Y. 
Striking it ſelf thro every Element ©. ] B] 
Our Party will by this time be abroad, ; T 
To try the Fate of Marius and Rome. 45 | 
Love and-Renown ſure court me thus together. | In 
Smile, ſmile, ye Gods, and give Succeſs to both, [Exit, WM Ar 
SCENE II. The Frum. l 44 

Enter four Citixens. 3 | 
3 Cit. Well, Neighbours, now we are here, what muſt WW An 
we do? | | „ Or 
1 Cir, Why, you muſt give your Vote for Caius Marius My 
to be Conſul : And if any body ſpeaks againſt you, knock Ic 
'em down. | | „„ As 
2 Cit, The Truth on't is, there's nothing like a civil As 
Government, where good Subjects may have leave to Th 
knock Brains out to maintain Privileges. ' WM To 
3 Cit. Look you—but what's this Sylla ? this Sylla z Yo! 
I've heard great Talk of him.— He's a damnable fighting I ar 
Fellow they ſay ; but hang him he's a Lord. : AC 
1 Cit. Ay, ſo he is, Neighbours: And I know not 41 


why any one ſhould be a Lord more than another, 1 care vou 
not for a Lord: What good do they do? nothing but The 
run in our Debts, and lie with our Wives And 


4 Cit, Why, there's a Grievance now. I have three p 
Boys at home, no more mine than Rome's mine. They | 


are all fair curl'd-hair Cupids; and I'm an honeſt; black, 8. 


tauny, kettle-fac'd Fellow.— I' ha' no Lords, — Mo 
Drums and Trumpet, The 

1 Cit, Hark! hark! Drums and Trumpets ! Drums and Axe 
Trumpets ! they are coming. Be you ſure you roar out Hail 


| 0 M 
Ent The 


„ Caivs Marivs. IF 
Enter Marius Senior and his Sons; Marius bern upon 
the Shoulders of two Roman Slaves Sulpitius ar rhe 
head of the Guards. A . Trumpets. 
Salp. Hearken, ye Men os: 1. I, Salpirius, 
Your Tribune, and Prateftor of your Freedom, 
By virtue of that Office here have call'd-you | 
To chuſe a Conſul, Afrthridgtes King of Pontns bas be= 
gun a War upon us, 5 1 
Invaded our Allies, our Edicts violated, 
And threatens Rome it ſelf. Whom will you chuſe 
To lead you forth in this moſt glorious War ? 
Marius, or Sylla? 
All Cit. A Marius ! a Marius! 4 Marins | # 
Mar. Sen. Country-men, | 
And Fellow Citizens, my Brethren all ; 
Or, if it may be thought a dearer Name, 
My Sons, my Children, Glory of my Ages 
I come not hither arm'd to force your Suff rage, 
As Sylla does to enter Rome with Po Power, 
As if he meant 8 Triumph ofer his Country. 
I have not made a Party in the Senate, 
To bring you into Slavery, or load h 
Your Necks with the hard Yoke of Lordly Powe: 
I am no Noble, but a Free-born Man, 
A Citizen of Rome, as all you are; 
A Lover of your Liberties, and Laws, 
Your Rights and Privileges. Witneſs here 
Thefe Wounds, q have got, 
And beſt plead for m 
All Cit, Marius! Marius“ Marius Ib No — no 
 _Sylla! no Sylla! -<--- 
Sulp. No more remains, 
Moſt honourable Conſul, but that — you mount 
The Seat- Tribunal Lictors, bring Jour Rods, 
Axes and Faſces, and preſent em here. | 
Hail Caius Marius, Conſul of che War. 
"yer, Enter Metellus, Cinna, Antonius, Quiatus 
Pompeius, his Son, &&c, Guards. 
Met. See, Romans, there-the Ruin of your Freedom, 
The blazing Meteor that bodes ill to Rome, 
Oppreſſion, Tyranny; Ayarice and Pride, All 


All centre in that melancholick Brow. 


Thus maſſacred before our Eyes: Come al 14 
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If you are mad for Slavery, long to try 

The weight of abs'lute Chains, once more proclaim hin 
And ſhout ſo loud till Mithridates hear, 

And laugh to think your Throats fit for his Sword, 
Take me, take all your Senators, and drag 


Us headlong to the Tyber, ——plunge-us-in, - 


And bid adieu to Liberty for eve 
Then turn and fall before your new-made God 3 


Bring your Eſtates, your Children and your Wives, 


And lay 'em at the Feet of his Ambition, 

This you muſt do, and well it will become P 

Such Slaves, who ſell their Charters for a my 
Cit, No Marius! no Marius? 


Met. Quintus Pompeius, in the Senate 8 Name, 0A 


As Conſul, we command thee to demand 
J uſtice of Marius, and proclaim him Traitor. 
Q. Pomp. Deſcend then, Marius, Traitor to the State 


t 
* g 
. 4 


And Liberty of Rome, and hear thy Sentence. ' 
Mar. Sen. Now, by the Gods, this Cauſe i is worly of, 


Worthy my Fate. 

Is this the Right and Liberty of Rome, 

To pull its lawful Conſul from his Seat 

Unjudg'd, and brand him with the Mark of Traitor? L 

Draw all your Swords, all you that are my Friends. 

Sulpitius, damn the Rabble, let 'em fall 

Like common Droſs with that well | poken Fool, 

That popular Clack; or let us ſell our Fates 

So dear, that Rome may {i ſicken with our Fall. | 
All Cit. No Marius ! no Marius Down with him, 
don With him 
Sul. Ha! What art thou? 
= Pomp. The Conſul's Son. 

Sulp. A Worm; 

A thin Skin full of Dirt; nnd thus I tread tos 

Into thy Mother Earth. | LO 
Mar. Sen. Drag hence that Traitor, 

And bring me ſtraight his Head upon thy Dart, 

The Fate of Rome's begun. 5 
Q. Pomp. Our Children murder'd, 


That love Pompeius, and e his . 


Sul 

Al. 
. 

Ma 


Theſe 
Oh! 
flying 
Like « 
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That y 
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Muſt h 
& 2 
«w 
* Is 
© Bu 


Sulp, [ 
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Gran 


Mercy | 
Every ſe 


of Carus Maus. . 755 


Sulp. Fall on. 8 k 
All Cit, No Marius] no . Liberty! ? Libeny! 


Sc. | [They fight, Marius meer Og 


"ad Mar. Sen. Thanks for this good inni Gode-! 
mw Theſe Slaves, Bog m4 


Theſe wide-mouth'd Brutes, that hallow thu for: Freedom, | 
Oh! how they ran before the Hand of Pow a 
flying for ſhelter into every Brake! 
Like cow'rdly fearful Sheep _ break their Herd, | 
When the Wolf's out and ranging for his Prey. - 
. Sulpitius, thy Guards did 2 — tl 7 
7 Sulp. Oh! they are Fellows fit for you and 1. 
Fit for the work of Power: ſay the word, 
Not one amongſt 'em all but what ſhall run, 
J rake an old grumbling Senator by th' Beard, 
And ſhake his Head off from his ſhrinking Shoulders, 
4 Mar. Sen. Sylla, I hear, is at the Gates of Rome. 
Proclaim ſtraight Liberty to every Slave, |. 
That will but own the Cauſe of Caius Marius. 
Horror, Confuſion, and inverted Order, 
Vaſt Deſolation, Slaughter, Death and Ruin 
Muſt have their courſes, e er this Ferment ſeule. 
Thus the Great Jove above, who rules alone, 
When — his Godlike Pow'r to own, 
© Uſes no common Means, no common Ways, 
© But ſends on TINS and et World 1 39 
1 71 40 7) . | 
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ACT In. SCENE 1. 


Enter Sülpius, Vids, and all the Gb 


Sulp, OME never ſaw a Morning ſure like this: | 
R Now ſhe begins to know | e 18 of Len rz. 
Her wanton Blood. can ſmart. : 
Were I the Conſul, not a Head in Ro 
That had but Thoughts of Sa, nn ld and ge. Te 
Gran. Slaughter ſhou'd have continu'd ch the Day. | 
Mercy but gives Sedition time to rally. DE 


Every ſoft, pliant, talking, buſy Ro ue, 5 YE "Py 
r P 85 W ** Gather- 
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Gathering a Flock of hot-brain'd Fools together, Ws 
Can preach up new Rebellion. Till the Heads 


Of all choſe heav'nly-inſpir'd Knaves be cruſh'd, "ing 


No Power can be ſafe wo ' 

Sulp. Much will this Day 
Determine ; Sylla's now before the Walls, | 
And all his Forces ready for Command. 


Four thouſand Slaves have taken hold on Freedour;! 


And come on Proclamation to our ſide. 254 

Gran. Where ſhoukd my Brother be: ? He came wr 

home to-night. _ . 

Sͤuld. Think of him as a Wretch that's 4 

Stabb'd with an Eye, run thro the Brains with Lore. 
Gran. He talk'd of ſending Sylla a Defiance, 
Sulp. Writ with a Pen — a Ge Quill. 
Gran. Why, what is Sylla ? 1A 
Sulp. A moſt courageous Captain at a Congee | 1 

He fights by Meaſure, as your Artiſts ing; 0t 

Keeps Diſtance, Time, Proportion, reſts his Reſts, 

One, two, and the third in your Guts. 

Oh! he's the very Butcher of a Button. 
Gran. Would I coud ſee my Brother. That ne 

Love 

Of Women ruins nobleſt Purpoſes. "2 
Sulp. That Sex was firſt in Mockery of us made. | 

They are the falſe deceitful Glaſſes, where 

We gaze and dreſs our ſelves to all the * 

Of Folly. What is't Woman cannot do ? 

She'll make a Stateſman quite forget his Cunning,” 

And truft his deareſt Secrets to her Breaſt, _ 

Where Fops have daily Entrance: Make a prieſt, 
Forgeting the Hypocriſy of's Office, | 

Dance and ſhow Tricks, to prove his ſtrength and brawn⸗ 

Make a Projector quibble, an old Judge 9 

Put on falſe Hair, and paint: And after all, 

Tho ſhebe known the leudeſt of her Sex, 

She'll make ſome Fool or other think ſhe's honeſt. 

Your Father promis'd me to meet me 8 757 

I wonder he delays ſo long. 

Gran. He comes; 


And with him too my Brother, 


he Fine 


Sul} 
< lute | 
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of 2 A I U.S. Mana us. 37 
glb. see your General, Wh 
alute him all my Fellow Soldiers. 1 
Enter Marius Senor. and as DIY 
Mar. Sen, This, Lo” 922 
ulpitius, looks like Power. "Granins,” "I W vi W 
eceiye thy Brother ta thy-Arms; and blefs kim: 22 01 
le'as done a thing moſt worthy of our Name, 
ent a Defiance i ihe Sylla's Cans 
hallenging forth the ſtouteſt C aripion there, 
Vindication of his Fathers Cauſe WEEN; 
nd not an Out. law there dare ſend his Auſwer. 
dnce more, Sulgitius, are the People ours, 2 
nrag'd with $f 4 's onhing arm'd; t6 force © 5 
he Ciry. At the Celimontan Gate e eee 
e's poſted now; let's ſend him trait Commands 
the Name o' th' Senate and the Rowan People, 
advance no farther, till the State of Rowe © 
e heard in publick, and my Choice Tn” 
r he continu'd Conful.. ' Fer. 
Sulp. That would be A ns. Bp "> 
ut to prolong Neceſſity; for Ragme 
luſt bleed: And ſince the Raþble now is Gurs, — 
eep the Fools hot, preach'Dangers in their Ears, 
read falfe Reports of zh Senare, working op | 
heir Madneſs to a Fury quick and deſp rate, 
ill they run headlong into civil Diſcords, OLF 42h 
nd do our Buſineſs with their own Detention. 


* 


ranius, go thou, . 

end wo Fo to *ylla; ile le pi down 

nd render up himſelf to Rome. en A e 1 

Mar. Jun. Tbert's Ni 13 ni ee g . 
wa: WW dangerous Wheel at wotk, enz rat 


inna, who'as rais'd his Fortune by i Jars 

nd Difcords of his Country: like a Fly ' . 
Yer Fleſh, he buzzeg About itching Ears 

il he has vented his Infection there, Lb tis: 

o feſter into Rancour and Sefttion. Et e * 
Fould he werd H,, e ae ; 
Mar. Sen. And fafe he hall be: let him be proferd's, 


Hul he ine upon bis Head its ö in err 
| D 2 Word 
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I have a tender Fooliſnneſs within me Oe 


Now thou again art Marius, Son of Arms, 


Than Ie panting. with the Joys of Jove. 


tis very pretty. But, Gentlemen, can any of yl 


f 


- 


L 4 | 
* 

& 5 Oy \ 

* 1 g 


F 


Wou'd I cou'd buy Merellas's as cheap. * 
May ſometimes get the better of my Rage, __ _. 

Sulpitius, therefore keep me warm; Rill ply 
My ebbing Fury with the thoughts of SyIlla, 
Th' ungrateſul Senate, and Metellus' Pride, 
And let not any thing may make me dreadful, Hand t 
Be left undone. Now to our Troops let's haſten; | 
And wait for Sylla's'Anſwer at our Arms. 


Ex, Mar. Sen. and Gn 
Sulp. Is not this better now than whining Love! 
hen 
Betwixt 


holy 


1 2 \ 5 11H41, 24 44 + IS! 
Thy Father's Honour, and thy Friends Delight. 
Enter Nurſe and Clodius. | 


Mar. Jun. Sulpitius, what comes here; a Sail, Sulit 


Sulp. A tatter d one, and weather-beaten much. br ib e 
Many a boiſtrous Storm has ſhe been toſs'd in, Join'd « 
And many a Pilot kept her to the Wind. * | | Nurj 
Niurſe. Clodius. 5 iT _ ab 
Cle. Madam. ......:- 5 it. ct old yo1 
Sal, Madam! ic ...:; 5 e bad 
a e 8 + $43 20t; 730 ell ou 

Nurſe, My Fan, Clodius.  - ) 
Sulp. Ay, good Clodins, to hide her ze, ＋ ſay 
Nurſe. Good-morrow, Gentlemen. , ou! 
Sulp. Good- even, fair Gentle woman. e 
Nurſe. Fair Gentlewoman ! Really tis very hot, NL -d. — 
Fulp. It ſhould be ſo by your Lada arch'd ral Mar. 
Nurſe. Marry come up, my Goſſip : Who e Min are 1 77 
Sulp. A Woman's Man, my Sybil : would thout ord ! } 
My Strength in Feats of amorous Engagement. Mar. 
Lead me among the Beauteous, where they un Me at h. 

Wild in their Vouth, and wanton to their Wildnel 

Where I may chuſe the foremoſt of the Herd, Nurſ 
And bear her trembling to ſome Bank, bedeck'd WW Mr. 
With ſweeteſt Flowers, ſuch as Joy would chule,,. N urſe 
To dwell in; throw my inſpir'd Arms about het * Mar. 
And preſs her till ſhe thought her ſelf more bleſs | are 


Nurſe. Panting.? Joys? and Which 


Jove? Now by mg! 


— 


where I may find young Marius? 


k 


Aar. Jun. Yes, I can tell you, Madam. Iam he... 
lp. Hah! by this Light, n 
ome let's away. I hate a Morning Baud, Da 
What ſtinks of laſt Night's Office An Sulp. 


Mar. Jun. A Gentleman, Nurſe, that loves to hear 
imſelf talk ; and will ſpeak more in a Minute than he 1 
tand to in a Month. | 
Nurſe, An he ſpeak any thing againſt me, I'll take 
im down, an he were luſtier than he is, and I twenty ſuch 
Lacks, or I'll find thoſe that ſhall. But now, Sir, I wiſh 
ou much Joy—I hear you are | 


hen the unhappy Diſcords eſt took flame” 
zetwirt my Father and the Senate; then 
| holy Prieft of Hymen, whom with Gold 
brib d to yield us privately his Office, 
Join'd our kind Hands, and now ſhe's eve: mine. 
"Nurſe. Well : fore 80d, I am fo vex'd, that every 
Part about me quivers. But pray, Sir, a word: and as 1 
old you, my e dy bade me find you out. What 
Ihe bade me ſay, 1 1005 to my ſelf, But firſt let me 
ell you, if you haye led her'i i115 a Fool's Paradiſe, as 
hey ſay ; for the Gentlewomanis young, and therefore 
f you ſhould deal doubly with her, tho you don't look 
F- a Gentleman that wou · d uſe double dealing wich a 
La 7. — 3 
Mar. Jun. Commend me to thy Lady, 1 pte 
Nurſe. Good Heart, and i faith, 1 will tell ag much. 3 
ord ! Lord! ſhe will be a joyful Woman. n 
Mar. Jun. Bid her deviſe thi Evening to receire X 
Me at her Window : Here is for thy Pains—. EI MALO 
CGives Ao a 
Nurſe. No truly, Sir; * a Drachma.. 
Mar. Jun. Away ; 73 ay you ſhall. 
Nurſe. This Eveni you ? well, ſhe ſhall be eee 
Mar. Jun. And ſtay Ew Mere bchind theGarderi-wall, | 
Within this Hour my Man ſhall meet thee there, 
And bring thee Cords made like a Tackling-Ladder,/ / 
Which to the bleſſed — ion hd my Joy. 


of Carry Mankus. 8 * 


* * 


Nurſe. Pray, Sir, What faacy Fellow's bethar's gone? 


Mar. Jun. Marry'd; thisday he bleſſed Deed was done. | 


: 
———UU— — — — nn ern - — 
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3 
Muſt be my Conduct i in the ſecret N ba ght. | bf 2 * fo 
Farewel be true, and I'll reward thy pains. * pow he Ma 


Nurſe. Now Heay'ns bleſs, thee—Ha ou, 
Aer. Jaw Was ing * 57 tY I _ 
Nu#r{e. Not ut that rels is the- weetel 

Lady. 1 12500 when oy little ; pratin thin c 


Mar. 
Mar. 
Piſgrac 
ad ſur 
Oh there's a Spark, one Sylla, that would Fain M ould 
a finger in the Pye — but ſhe, good Soul, had as le Arhat he 
hear of a Toad, a very Toad, as of him. I anga 
her ſometimes, and tell. her SU is the properer 
But I'll warrant you, wh uy fay ſo, ſhe looks as N 
as any Clout in the verlal World. Vel. o bl 
to come. e ae 
Mar. Jun. As fore as. Truth. : 
Nurſe. Well, when it was a little thing, and 0 i 
lie with me, it would ſo kick, ſo ſprawl, an ſo;pla - pit 
and then I would tickle it, and then it would la 
then it would play again. 2 it had 7 a Fra 
ing enough, it ——_ go to ſleep as gentle 25. a 
I ſhall never forget it Then 70 be re 40 W 
Mar. Jun. Can I forget nn 05 2 4 
Nurſe, Nay, but ſwear tho. | 


| tt 
Mar. Jun. my this Kiſs, which thou ſhalt earry 0e = Fa 
Nurſe. Oh! dear Sir, by no means. Indeed you ſhall val Aar 


I have been drinking Aqua vita. Ob! thoſe Ps of your 
Mar. Jun, Till Night farewell. — 
' Nurſe, Till Night; I'll fay no more, but da; da, Come 


Metellu 
ere k 
Avert t. 


Cbodius. Ah! thoſe Eyes! [Ex Nurſe 2nd 8 7 Mar 
Aar. Jun. What pgins ſhe rakes N her e ol 11a 
How happy is the Eveni The Se 


Mar 
o fart 


all on 


When Phlegm has quenc 4 aur ata riſligous. | 
The feeble en of our ſilly Da 
In Follies, ſuch as Datage beſt is Na 
Free from the woun _—_— tormenting . nad 
That toſs the thoughtful, active, buf; Mod E * 
Tho this Day be the deareſt fen Li, N 
There's ſomething mo avy an my pe, 
And my Brain's ſick with Dulneſs: ,/...-- ...,; ...:. 
unter ns Senior... 


Mar. Sen. Where's thi 6 Loiteres, "_ 


if Cxzms Ga | 

his moſt inglorious Son of Caius Marius 13 
ith folded Arms and down-caſt Eyes he Rds, 
he Marks and Emblem of a Woman's N | 
Mar. Jun. My Father. N 0 5 

Ti Mar. Sen. Call me by ſome ocker Nathe; I | 
Feezel Diſgrace me not: I'm Marius; 8 "Re 
al ſurely Marius has ſmall Right i in thee. - 

ould Sylla's Soul were thine, and thine were e; 
That he, as thou haſt done, now Glory calls, 
light run for ſhelter to a Woman's Se 
21. lad hide him in her Boſom like a Babe. 8 
M e. Jun. Then l'm a Coward. 5 
de u Afar. Sen. Art thou not ? py 
Mar. Jun. I am, © © i . 
5 Fi hat thus can bear A XY yet live. 

© Writ any Man but you have call'd me ſo? 

SD et me fall, embrace and kiſs your Feet. 

Vave rais'd a Spirit in me prompts my Heart EO 
To ſuch a Work as Fame ne'er talk d of vet. 
low'll you difpoſe Tavini a 2 
Mar. Sen. Let her fall, i 
-1 oF | vould all her Family and Name, 

WF motten that they either ever gave 
"O8Thy Father's Head Diſhonour, or thee Pain. 
Aar. Jun. Twas an unluckySentence, She's ſcarce more 
oh lerellus Daughter now than your's: our Hands 
ere by a Prieſt this Morning join'd. May Heay'n 
Wert th' it Omen, and preſerve my Father, 
Mar. Sen. Marry'd? ? fay ruin'd, loft and curſt, 

Mar. Jun. You've torn '_ - 
The Secret from me, and I wait your Dobben — 
Mar. Sen. Go where l ber ert m er thee nam'd ; 

o fartheſt from me, get thee to Merellas, © | 

all on thy Knees, and henceforth call him Parent. 

ve yet one Son, that ſurely won't forſake me: 

ſein this Breaſt I'ſhall have glorious Thoughts, 

That will at leaſt g give Luſtre to my Ruin. W SOETY 

arewel my once beſt Hopes, now greateſt Same. 

Mar. Jun. Condemn mie rather to the wyrſt of Deaths, 

i: fend me chain d to e like a Slave, .. oh 
D Than 


Thi 


. 
— 


ns, = 


42 The Hisrory and Fair, oh 
Than baniſh me the Bleſſing 2 your es (nee, " wy The 


I've thought, and bounded all my Wi n h 
I To die for you is e bd 
would be too much t enjoy Lavinia too. . . Be't 
A llar. Sen. Again Lavinia 1 | 
Mar. Jun, Yes, this Coward 8 N A 
| This moſt inglorious Son of Cains Marius, And 
0 Tho wedded to the brighteſt Beauty, rais d I p 
[ To th' higheſt expectation of Delight. ,,.. oh 
Ev'n in this Minute when Love prompts his n. At n 
And tells what mighty Pleaſures ave Free Such 
Is Maſter of a Mind unfetter'd yet. ma Wh 
Mar. Sen. What canſt thou do? . 5 3 = DO 
Mar. Jun. This Night I ſhould haye 
: And ta'en poſſeſſion X Lavinia's Bed: gone, 
| | Bur by the Gods, theſe Eyes no more ſhall ſee her 
| Till I've done ſomething; that's above Reward, | 
| 3 


And you your ſelf preſent her to my Arms. 
| Aar. Sen. Why doſt thou talk Hans to me? 4 3 0 Tou 
1 Mar. Jun. Hark! Traumen s 7 


| The Trumpets ſound, and Buſi WY is band. 5 1 And 
. It ſeems as if our Guards upon the a e dpre 
Fl Were juſt engag'd, and Sylla come. * em . To { 
The Gods have done me Juſtice, 3 That 

Mar. Sen. Get thee „ „ 00 2 Leap 

And leave me to my Fare: | rd ap? Oh! 

Tho maim'd and wounded, and fad. "3h was | Fake 

Mar. Jun. 1'll follow 1 78 1 oa And 

Mar. Sen. Thou ſhalt not. OG = 3p K N That 

Mar. Jun. By the Gods I. will. = 3 1 And 

Mar. Sen. How? difobey 'd then! 45 | 3 Oh! 

Mar. Jun. Bid a RAE 3 ſpur'd 2. wo W But r 


Stop in his full Career; bid Tides run r % As is 
Or ſailing Ships ſtand ſtill before the Wind. 137 Jo a 
Or Winds themſelves not blow when Jove en em 


Aar. Sen. Away, and do not tempt And 
Mar. Jun. Why? would you kill on Rig How 
Mar. Sen. No, no: e es clear N. 
A better Fate. 1 . Chair 
43333 1 | 74> $ La 


Aar. Jun. Thanks, Heay' n: 


Ti 


Or NAT 5 — 43 
his 


Theſe few kind Words Mew 1th; pot düfte withappy:” 
Mar, Sen. TORY 0 e Mt in | this; 
But part and | nds Het m ect agel ng" at 
der id rhe Rande H a ee Er i 
rampets again. 
Mar. Jun. eg gebieten = * 
And urge its Horrors up, ol aber? wo A War. 
If poffible, is terribly 55 ths \£EA. 1a | 


on my Lavinia tha this Ni 
At my return 1 ſhall'be: -dpn 
Such Tryals the great àntient 
Who little preſent Happineſs cquld taſte, | 
Let did great Attions, ad fre Gods art, ef bee 


SCENE IL Metetlus' Hae, | 


ai  Eptet Lenka N f 
TLav. cin Q pace, ye Hery- footed Stec 1 10 1 55 5 
Towards Phoebus? Lodging ''s Such a Chaticrons”" RW] 
As Phaeton would lafh you to ys Weſt, 25 hag 
And bring in cloudy Night immediately. 7 
Spread thy cloſe Curtains; Love-yer ahi ig, 


Night 1 Rf, GD 360 ln. 2 
| vo "D111: 19:17 277134 
1 3 
teroes paß, „ n 


To ſober-ſuited Matron all in Blake 

That jealous Eyes may wink, and Marins 
Leap to theſe Arms untalkt of and unſen 
oh! give me Marius; and when de fie diggs 12252 9-8 
"IM Take him and cut him out in little Stars | 
„And be will make the Face "bf Heayen hes 
„ Tha: al the World ſhall grow. in lofe with Ny Weng Wal 


# 
* * =, We 
" Bs | * * 


384 


wg And pay no Worſhip to the gaudy Sum. 3 

1 Oh! gh ave boyp bt he Man on of a Love, TY Afb UNS 
Zut not poſſeſt 13— Tedious is this Day, BELL 
M8 As is the Night before ſome Feſtival e 
Jo an impatient Child that has new Robes, „ 1 

em. Enter N. 2 and Cod. 0 | . 


her. And may not wear em. Welcome, Nurſe : wharNews! » 
How fares the Lord of all, m | hat my Marius? 

or _ —_ Fg: A. $2} a no Queſtions, bee 3 
4 f lair! ; | 
l . Nay, price Nurſe, why 400 thou look fo fad ? 
hes Oh! 
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Oh! do not ſpoil the Muſick of good Tidings ... - ,- 
With ſuch «melancholick 7 6. Face. . 0. "A UT 
Nurſe. Oh! 1 am weary, YT , Weary. | 
| 820 194 1•—5 Fy! how my! Bones abe! What 292 4 1 
ave I ＋ (7 # 
Lav. Do not delay me thus, but quickly tell: me, 2 


Will Marius come to night? ? Speak, will he come? \ he'll 
Nurſe, Alas! alas! what haſte? Oh! cannot you 5 a L 

a little? Oh! do not you ſee that I'm pars of Breath 5 0 N 
this Phthiſick ! Clodius, the Cordial. : L. 
Tav. Th' excuſe thou mak ſt for this unkind Dei. N 

Is longer than the Tale thqu haft to tell. 0 _ 


Is thy News good or bad? anſwer to that. 11 2 £ 
Say either, and I'll ſtay the Circumſtan ee. the $ 
Nurſe. Well, you have made a ſimple Choice: you 
know not how to chuſe a Man. Yet his Leg excels all | 
Mens. And for a Hand and a Foot and a Shape, tho they The. 
are not to be talk'd of - yet they are paſt compare. Or ft 
What have you din'd within? 
Lav. No, no: what fooliſh Queſtions Joſt thou ak} 
W hat ſays he of his coming? what of that ? TN | 
Nurſe. Oh! how m Head akes! what a Head have 1 ! 
It beats as it would fall in twenty pieces, * 
My Back o' t'other ſide! ah! my Back! my Back! xi 
Beſhrew your Heart for ſending me about 
To catch my Death. This Back of.n mine will bil 
of TR [Prins 
Lav. Indeed rim forry, i it thou art not well. 1 „ Linh 
But prithee tell me, Nurſe, what ſays my Love? 17 
Nurſe. Why your Love days like an honeſt Gencdewal 
and a kind Gentleman, and a han fo me—and III war- 
rant a virtuous Gentleman. Drinks. Well What! 
Where's your Father? 
Lav. Where's my Father? why, he' 's at the Senate, 
How odly thou reply'ſ ! 
Your Love Lag E. an 33 Gendeman 1 


zo biodk 2 2210 1. 165 
M05 yol 17 ber marry come up. T trow. 5 Fn 


Is this a Poultiſs for my aking Bones? 1 
Henceforward do your Meſſages your me 


4 — 


„ Col MA nd 67) » 


T 1 Tav. Nay prithee be nat | „Nurſe 1 meant 

No ill. K kiddly, will my ard? be? 192 7571 

1 ves l he'd" $03 Duck fam 2 284 592 23 

Le Tad. Then hetyyilleamel - i rho de abt 
Nur ſe. Coine I why; he will come upon vlt four; b 'but 


he'll come. Go; ; ger you'in, and Bay. your Prayers: "Gd. 
A Lav. For Bleſſings 6h my Marius and theses. 1 
N Nurſe, Well, it ould be a ſad Thing, tho" 
IT . Lav. What ? | ih 7 31513. 81158. £79.17) 4 


1A Nurſe. If Marius ſhould. not. ans wel bor bene 5 
„add poings at the 1 50 it i divg dong Tamkra- 
/ ra go the 4 'thiter, gd 

L the Swords. I'll ae ade c Lell Ba er] 

Lav. And Lens chere g adde ny Ferre 9 f 


ou vi} e to town] Be I Three. 
al The Noiſe comes this way.” Ghar my Love, ye Gods, 
or firike'me with your Thu ger when he falls, Traun. 


1. 
ft 3-2 


A. I. 
12 4 4 58 
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„er Mating Senf, Marius Fier, Gris,” Sulfiriid, 
q: Catulas; W GA, Licher, un one” *. Merellus, 


4. „Quintus Pope , "Gears of &ofberi” . 
Ty OR. 216-2 Bed ft [Trompers, pund a Mir 4 


5 D of Rome, Fc Rs 160 50 5 
Lee here the Fathers 6f thy bleeding Countr A 
Proſtrate for at thy Feet: Fen 1 ay 
"ws | readon; addy Foe; > 
WY The perſecutor Of thy" French eee > % _ * 
Of Truth and Iuſtſce? Asch ehe Blas eo . 
Mar. Sen. What art then that can lend 8 dend Bar 
To flattering Hypoctiſy ? E . 
Cl Sylla. My Name thou halt heurd, ps 
And fled from. I am the Friend of Nome 
The Terror e 7 dense d d. 
ell Mar. Sen. If thow'rt het Friend,” h cem, N how Pere 
4 Saughering lier Chizehs, and laying watcher Walls? 
64.) Sylla. To free her from NE ug * 


rm 5 e119} Veh 16915 ThizT 


Mar, Sen. Who is that Ty: . 4 


000 008 Pais A „ 2 _— —— 


Sylla. Thou, who haſt oppreſt 


Her Senate, made thy ſelf byiforce a Cosi, 


1 22 


Set free ber Slaves, and armd tem gainſt he 


Am 1: Tyrant! I. whom: pe hae rais d, 


For my true Services, to what I am? 


Remember th' Ambrons, Cimbri, and che N 


Remember the Confederate dead 


Scorn'd by thy Soldiers, and at 


* . 
+ $6 


8 


| Cold aud delayings) Wert by Si Silg ay 5; — 


Ingloriouſly to quit th) uhwieldy N 
Remember too who; bagiſn'd gaod cle ah 53 


T 
78 2 


— of 


Mar. Sen. Hear this, ye Romans, and. thea'judj oe my 
Have I oppreſt you? havę 1forg'd your Laws 2 0 W congs. | 
21405 {{'>4 | 

: 1 _ - 
eat 


wy 


11 
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52 n 
Waste . 


W 


8 ( 


415 "1408 hls 


The Friend and Parent of thy obſcure Famil 7. 


rais'd me. 
Hadſt thou been born a Peafant,; : 
But I by Service to my Country 
My Name renown'd .in.Peace,; a 
Sylla; In the Jugurthine War, 


Pris'ner by me, and Marius triumph d 
Mar. Sen, Thou ſtol'ſt him baſely, ſtol'ſt bim at the 4 


Of his Wife's Luſt : Thou barter'dſt his Bearings. 


And in the Capitol haſt Pageants ſet 


In memory of thy Vanity and Shame... ey 1 She? 3 


Sylla. Thy Shame, 


1:49 x01 


That rais'd thee from a Peaſant to a Lord. 
\. Mar. Sen. Baſely thou wrong'ſt che Truth. My Aalen 


65 92 | 


ads ome alt 


ll, thowdſt been ſo: 


've made 


and fear d i in War.. 4 
whoſe King was taken 


1 


for't. 


R 


—— 
1 
=, "0 F< 


Mar. Sen. My Honour, proud 5 7 


Who wouldſt be gaudy in an, unfit Dreſs, 
after, me. 


And wear my caſt-off, Glories 


Sylla. i'd rather wear ſome Beggar's rotten. 1 


Than ſoil my Laurels with a Leaf of 
Thou ſcorn'd Plebeian. 


? 


n 


0 clear thy ſelf, 9 thy, uſurp'd Command: 


x cr & 4 
43 4 4 


Aar. Sen. Wort Perdition catch thee. . FIRE 
Sylla. Disband; that Rout of Rebels at 55 Hel, 
And yield thy ſelf to Juſtice and the Senate. 

Aar. Sen. .Juſtice from thee, demand 


By him left dangling on a High-way, Hedge, nr 


ed on my "Head? 


Approad 


„ 


d) 
bach 


CA ws e lu stb : 7 


A pproach 3 and kneel to me, whom thou haſt wrong d. 
Sylla.- Upon de Neck Loud. 
Mar. Seh. Non O' dſt take 


A Lion by the Bracd: Then dar e a 


Sylla. 1 dare, and m/f: abnod vi 20 OZ gr 
Mar Sen. T en God, I take yous- Word. 
If there be truth in you,” F ſhall nor fall b 58 
This Day. My Friends and Fellow-Soldiers, now, 19 7 
Fight as I've ſeen you: For the — of 5ylla,' 0 15 
Leave it to me; for much Reve 8 0 0 
Along with Death, when ſuch a iin e. 75 T 
Sylla. My Lords; withdraw ft. 0 nc) 
Met. No, truſt the Gods; Plfegron 8 1 2 
My Country N Fate, #nd with bel live or die. on 1 57 
Mar. Sen. Now, Syllz. Hans 0 ont en 
Sylla. Now, my Veterans, eonſider 11 
vou fight for Laws, for Liberty, and Life. 2 
Mar. Sen. Rebellion never wanted that Pretence. 
Thou Shadow of what I have been, thou Puppet” tk, 
Of that great State and Honours I have born. 
If thou'lt do ſomething worthy of thy Place, 279 
Let's join our Batile witk a Force may: glut 
The Throat of Death; and ehoak him with kimſelf; 
As fiercely as deſtroyi ng Whirlwihds riſe, 
Or as Clouds daſh —— Thunder ſhakes the Skies. 
- [Trumpets ſound a Charge: they fight. 
Re-enter Marius Senor, uten by Sylla's Party. 
Mar. geb! Torſaten] and: 4 Priſomer) Je chi all. 
That's left of Marius rh old naked Fru 
Of chat tall Pine that Was? Away yeShnhibs, | 
Ye clinging Brambles ;[do- not clog me thus. 


But let me run into the Jaws r 5 09:4 4 
And finiſh my ill Fate. Or muſt I be 


Preſery'd a publick Spefadle, /expos'd FF OY 
To Scorn, and make a Holiday for — 7 A 

Oh! that Thought's Hell. Sure 1 ſhould know thy Face, 
Thou haſt born Office under me. If elerr = 
In my beſt Fortune I deſery'd thy erer n re 


Give me a Romans Death, And ſet me free, 


That no Diſhonour i in my Atze o'ertake' me. 4 


' Your Fall 
Enter Marius Junior, ms niug end Sulpirius, Erler, 


That taught the World Ambition ive nl 


For plaguing me above all other Men. 
Come, ye yaung Heroes, kneel and praiſe the Heay' ns, 


Aar. Sen. That' « well> By all the Deſtinies, 15 5 


* 


The Strom end N. 


© Off, Le ſeru d and lov'd you well;, Nor-would If A. 

My Orders were, tofſaws your Life, .. 6% 
Mar. Sen. Thou' rt a Time ſeryer hat canſt exMilery, | nh 
Mar. 
oating 


My Sons in Bonds too, and, Sw/pithus;? 11! | ls | 
Sulp. Ves, theRat-catehers have trapp' June. Now a 1 


Be Food for Crows, and ftink upon a Tree, '' . I hus let 
Whilſt Coxcombs ſtroul —5 en + Wd fall 
To take the Air, and fee me rot, A pox N A Mar. 


hy ow 
Mar. 

t go t 
ell her 
or I'll 

/ hole | 
Mar. 
Sto a 
hated 
d ſee 
dr, Ro 
Orac! 
or yet 
aui g 
1 
he Goc 
s many 
X time 
nd fo | 
t if I'y 
nd too 
he you 
d tho 


A 


On Fortune, anda-pox on that firſt Tool. 1 


Enter Quintus Fompeius. fore Titles 19 fre E 
Pomp. Draw nent. 1 An K oo 
Ye Men of Rome, and heat the Lam lee 
Thou Marius, whoſe Ambition and whofe Pride 
Have coſt ſo many Lives, the firſt that eber 
Wag'd civil Wars in Rome, thee and thy ne . 
Thy Family and Kin, with that vile Slave 
And Miniſter of all thy A i | H Hod 
The curs'ꝗ Salpitius, Baniſhm ent s yo N 18 1 20 
After to-morrow's Dawn if found i: th City, "14 
Death be your Doom: So bath the Senate bd, 2 
So flouriſh Peace and;Liberty 4 FL Romer } 171 10 T att. 
(Ex. Q. Pompeius, Lifors,. crying Eyberty, | 
Mar. Sen. I thank ye, Gods upon my. Knees I thank je, 


For crowning thus your youthful Hopes. Ha- ba ba! 
What pleaſant Game bath Fortune, play dito -· day 2. 1 
Oh! I could burſt with Laughter. My e, R 
At Peace. But may it be as ſhort. and Vain. „ »'/ 
As Joys but dreamt of, or as lick Men e 10 
Now ſer 's take Hands, and:bending to * an 
Io all th'infernal Powers let . ſwear. | 
All. We fwear. : > OT 


By all the Furies, and the Fiends that wait 
About the Throne of Hell, and by. Hell s King, 0 al | 
_ We'll bring Deſtruction to this curſed. City; V 
Let not one Stone of all her Towers ſtand 1 


. 


OA Aub £ 


Mar. Jun. Let not her Tens Ne \Gogs | eſtape.. 3 
Gra. Let *Husbands in, 10 e Embr "PT H A 
Mar. Sen, Her young 7 21 mafß acr cred.” 0. 5 pb 5 
Salp. Her Virgins Tic 125 * 
Mar. Jun. And let her, Lovers all [ny Fo Form af Ra | 
oating like me, and like nie baniſh . 

hus let em curſe, thus raviny tear their flats, he 5 
d fall upon the Ground as do now, W. 1 


- Aar. Sen. Riſe then, . ing Lavinia go I ih 
;, hy bag MP 3 Tov 

7 ar. Jun. And ter after Paid will $6 BY e 
„ 75 2 find Tabinias Womaß out. Ir aye, 

eher 11} come, and bid her 8 29 0 m 1 

1; ell not fail, bu In tis Night En Reb + W 
bole Life, and forgive Nature What's to come, 1 (hr 
Mar. Sen. Thus then let 8 part; each take bi is {eyeral 
sdoa Task of Darkneſs: Wen we 0 - * * fk 
Wh hated Exile, we'll comy T's 125 cginpts E 8 = 3 
+ Wi ſee what eac zathere ler PEAT" 
.. Rome, 1 Hall be, Jet, — nl rmed; rd, olvi ew 


Oracles have truth and urs ly en : 44 = 
or yet a Child, an in my, ather's ielc 3 Bs 
aying, I ſeven 1 young Eagles chanc'd to , 9 1 
ich gathering up I to my Parents bore. * ' 
he Gols were aſt” WhO promis“ dr me ROW oo 

s many times the Eonfulate in Rome. ts 3 

x times already.I've; that Office bore, -. ep: Ti neo 
nd ſo far has the Prophecy prov d. true. LEES: - es : 
tif Pve manag* A if che Ti Lat SL 


ime char' paſt, | AMEN 
Ind too remiſs fi x elder Fortunes SWC, ER 
ble youngeſt Darling-F ate is yet to come, + - 
or d thou alt feel me then, ungrateful! Rane. tete 


TU E N ö . 
A C. E I 8 e *I NEE, 


ue Ger Jews 111 2391 78 troq 1 
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1} 
Enter Lavinia;apdMarius: Impro 911 ni 


[ L'Tthowbegone?:Ir/is not yet near Day. 
It was the Night „And n t-the Lak, 
E 


That 


IT 
=y —— - 
= —— — 
D * 
— _———_— 


„„ D hen Bot" Says — 1 4 


Now I could wiſh they had chang'd Voices 9 . 


Io part me from th Embraces of my Love. cx; } 


And want a Place to Ta ay; Weary: Head bn, 


50 The N and. Fai 
That pierc'd the fearful hollow of th Fs 3 


l cou 
nd cot 
Lav. 
le'er tC 
v Hes 
nd iy 
here v 


Believe me, Love, Te was the Ni: ightingale 
Mar. Jun. Oh! *twas the Lark, t 
No Nightingale. Look Love, what « envious phat 


Of Light embroider 3 the cloudy Eaſt. 


Night's s Candles are burnt out, jocund D. 
Upon the Mountain- tops ſits ga 


A * 3} F 


Whilſt all the Birds bring Mu + to his Leyte. ever 
I muſt be gone and live, or ſtay ahd die. 7 bow 
Lav. Oh! oh: hat wretched. Fortyns is my Lat * 


Sure, giving thee, Heav' n prew too far:i De t ig 
To pay, til Bankrupt-like i it, broke 3. while 
A poor compounding Creditor, am foxc'd 


en ſt 
hilft | 


; 794], 4 


To take a Mite for endleſs Sums of Joy. | Por 

Mar. Jun. Let me be taken, 11 0 fuser Dea . 
1am content, fo thou wilt haye it ef „ hen J. 
By Heav'n, yon gray is not tlie Morni Eye, fence 
But the RefleQion of pale Cynthia” 5 Brigh be: 8; 4 I 
Nor is't the Lark we hear, whoſe Notes do 25 . 


So high, and eccho i in the Vault of Heav'n. : : : Gf 


I'm all Defire to ſtay, no N lay, | 
How is't, my Soul ? let's talk: It is not 'Day. 7 4 * 

Lav. Oh! it is, it is Fly hence away my te ar, 
It is the Lark, and out of Tune ſhe ſi „ my 1 
With grating Difcords and unpleaſi ing trainings 1 ra 0 
Some fay the Lark and loathſome Toad e 5 es! _—_— 


y I be 
adorn | 
Lav. 


Or that a Lethargy had ſeiz d the Morning, n 
And ſhe had flept and never wak'd. again. 120 " 


L 5% 2 2 


What ſhall become of me, when thoy art gone ? wy 
Mar. Jun. The Gods that heard our Vows,and knowl An 4 6 


Seeing my Faith, and thy unſpotted Truth, Lon 
Will Tare take care, and let no Wt os innoy 66, 
Upon my Knees I'll ask em every Day, 
How my Lavinia does: And every Nis ght, 0 
In the ſevere Diſtreſſes of r my Fate, * 150 gy 


As 1 perhaps ſhall wander p dat Deſart, W 7 


oY 


„EHu Mita s = 


| count the Stars, and'bleſs'em as they ſhine, * 
nd court them all for my Lavinja's ſafety. por 11 
Lav. Oh Baniſhment, eternal . en 
feier to return! muſt we ne'er meet again J ne 

Heart will break,! I cannot think ea, un; — 
nd live. Could I but ſee to th'End'of We fr (_ 
here were ſome Comfort but eternal F orment 


A EY | 
* FI 4 


iT 


FY 


erer inſupportable to This ak 

i cannot — oo we e for ever. 
La Mar. Jun. No, for my Baniſhment a be recall! 'd; 
"My Father once more hold a por in Rome : FROPAgS 
„en hall 1 ee x age on” 2 
bun happieſt Men ſnaltenvy at Lang. Ns 


nd Poets write the Wonders 41 60 our Loyes. 
Lav, If by my Father's Ctuelt eee 

hen left alone, to yield to Sya's Claim . 
fenceleſs as ] am, and thou far from me; 3 
as I muſt, I rather die than ſuffer't, E 
hat a ſad Tale will that be when 'tis told thee } F 
now not what to fear, or hope, or think, hes 
ſay, or do. I cannot let thee'go. 
Mar. Jun. A thouſand things would, to ape peda, 
t ſharpen and add weight to Sorrow. 

my Lavinia! if my Heart e*er ſtray, ; Inet. 
any other Beauty ever charm me, i 
Live not entirely only thine, - - 3 
that curſt Moment when my Soul forſakes thee, | 
y I be hither brought a Captive bound. | 
adorn the Triumph of my baſeſt Foe, 
Lav, And if I live not faithful to the Lord 
my firſt Vows, my deareſt only Marks; | 
be brought to Poverty and Scorn, 
joted by Slaves forth from thy Gates, O ne | 
| flying to the Woods t' avoid my Shame, 
arp Hunger, Cold, or ſome worſe Fate deſtroy me; 
d not one Tree vouchſaſe a Leaf to hide me. 
ar. Jun. What needs all ehis . 2 7 

77. Oh! I could find our things FOI 

talk to thee for ever, dro 
Mar, Jun. Weep not; the time © COP een SM 

| E 2 | We 
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For ſWeet Diſcourſes in our time to come. 


Methinks I ſee thee, now thou'rt from my Arm, 


Be wary, look about y 


We had to ſtay together has * ane ne 
In richeſt n c- qa 8 ien 
Lav. We ought to nan a 3 1047 05 th 
The Spirit of 15 Paſſion up, . Song e 47454 f 
Our Hearts thus lab'ring with 4 pangs of parting, 
Oh my poor Marines / |, 1d l Ela 9 
Mar, Jun. Ah my kind Lavinia 4 * 477 91 
Tav. But doſt thou think we &er. wall a e 
Mar. Jun. ] doupt it not; and all theſe Woes . 


Lav. Alas! & I have an ill-divining Soul; 144 7 ; 


Like a ftark Ghoſt, with Horrot in thy Viſa . 711 
Either my Eye-fi ght fails, or thou look'ſ x | 
Mar, Jun. And truſt me, Love, inmy Res an 
Dry Sorrow drinks our Blood Farewel. 
Lav. Farewel then. 5 [Exir Mas 
Nurſe within.] Madam. | 
Lav. My Nurſe, _ 
Nurſe within. Your rather s up, and Day: = 


Lav, Hah! is he gone? my Lord, my Hubert 
I muſt hear from thee. every, Hour i'th' Day: 
For abſent Minutes ſeem as many Dayͤs. 
Oh! by this reck'ning I ſhall be — old, | 
E'er I again behold my Marius. Nay, - 
Gone too already! Twas unkindly | 
I had not yet imparted. half my Soul, 21 1 


* 
31 gy 
1 2 
A 4 


othing 
leſt he 
his Lo 
— 


Not a third part of its fond jealous Tears. e / 
But I'll purſue him for't; and be reveng'd ;;: 8 ſn 
Hang ſuch a tender Tale about his Bean \" \ fit ems 
Shall make it tingle as his Life were ſtung; m her 
Nay too—V I love him; never, never 1 wak'd. 
Fond as a Child, and reſolute as Man. 2 IWr Arm 
Enter Metellus maling. _— „lyon 

Met. . Sylla this Morning parts from, hence ta-Ca is half 
To head that Army. inna muſt be Conſul by Met. 
Ay, Cinna muſt be. He's a buſy Fellow. ou] is Mo! 
Knows how to tell a Story to the-Rabbleg.:!: 1 they a 
N Marius 00 . _ al Vn o_ painter) ut wil 


F Caius MARTIUS. 5 
hope the Snares for Marius laid may take him. 

hundred Horſe are in purſuit to find him: 

Ind if they catch him, his Head's ſafe,' that's de. 
Octavius will be:th' other be it ſo:õ: 

in honeſt, ſimple, downright-dealing Lord þ 5 1 
\ little too rebut that's his Fault, 

A a re. 


an! W TE YL 
Serv. A Letter lat you by a Lidor, 7 . 13 
ho told us that it came from the 1 „. 1 Bf 


ſetellus _—_ the Letter: 6h W 5. W 
: e 


. LAME not, Sir, my par ting 
* So ſuddenly : juſt now I've had Alis 


of ſome Diſturbance in the Camp at Capua. 
Command my tender'ſs Faith to fair Lavinia. 
Io re a Advocate with her and Rome, N 


Fae Enter Nurſe. PR 3 
vel, Nurſe. 190 CF | rey e eee bt 
Nurſe, My Lord. 7 2114 6 75 1 310.24 
Met. How does my Dain Hos 01455, bot 


Ne. Truly very ill: 
e has not ſlept a wink ; 


othing but told and rumble al this. Night J 


left her juſt n on lumbering + 6.23 
, his Lord Sylla does ſo run —_ Head. „ 
. Oh! were he in her Heart, Vage: {ir rl 6 


Nurſe, Were he? 

Thy ſhe thinks of nothing elſe, "wiki: of * e 

eams of nothing elſe. She would needs have me lie 

th her t'other N; ht. But about Midnight (PI ſwerr 

wak'd' me out of a ſweet Nap) + ſhe takes me faſt in 

Wer Arms, and cries, "Oh my Lord Sy/la ; but are you, 

n you be true? Then Oghid, and ſtrexch'd—-1 Wear 1 

e half afra. 

Mer. She's ſtra ngely alzer'd chen 361 75 U Ine 

; jor is Mowing two new Conſuls muſt be token, avi 

Fl BY ley are true, thoſe Tidings thou haſt brought: me. 

i. Of: while ſhe walken and; #6 her tis my I 4 5 
E 3 


Catulus Semprona ! Ur L Men and nr wie 


- 99 
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At my returns from th Forum that . ee Herne. 
d n 02 11 117 97% e 
| Nurſe: 50, f exe will daes ter ings in tine 
How many hundred ele N _ 1 Lf, to keep thi 
Family at Peace ? aw} : 32199 nf 
| Fuss- T-aviats. . 4 1 
Lav. Oh N urſe! Whereart thou? Is my Father gone 
Nurſe, Gone? Yes; and I would I were gone tov, 
Lav, Why doſt thou figh A What cauſe haſt then y 
Wert thou diſtreft, unfortunate:as 1 am, "OI 0 
Thou hadſt then cauſe. 
What ſhall I do ? Oh, how Hows ani bf: v6o (lan 
1 walk methinks-as half of me were loſt: 
Yet like a maim'd Bird, flutter, flutter. on, | . 
And fain wou'd find a Hole to hide my Head in. 
Nurſe. *Odds my Boddikins! but why thus dre, 
Why in this pickle, ſay you now? _ . lcdam 
Lav. Seem not to wonder, nor dare to oppoſe me, 
For I am deſperate, and reſolv'd to Death, T 
In this unhappy, wayward, humble Dreſs, if 
After my Love a Pilgrimage I'll take, 7. 
Forſake deſerted Rome, and find my Aubin N 
Nurſe. And I muſt ſtay behind to be 5 up, 
an old Pole-Cat in a Warren, for a warning do all Va 
min that ſhall come after me. Would. wenn . 


1 * 
4 $) R 5 
oy * - +44 4 1 
* 


for a Week, till this were over. Hom 3215 an 3H 
Lav. This Morning's O Ay l fair, ral 
When all are bufy in electing Conſuls; * 1 W. 


* 
* Yo; 
yy 
4-+% 
1 * 1 
1 


1 ſhall eſcape unſeen without the Gates, 

And this Night in a Litter reach abe, 
Nurſe, I care not; I'll have nothing to to Int, 

ſhan't ſtir. Nay, Il raiſe the Houſe firſt: Why Chil 


are you ? Oh! oh! 9 itte 


"RT: gets rom her. N © falls down: 0 25 
Enter Clodiusz. 1 4 
Clod. What's the matter, Miſtreſ ? 


| Nurſe, Oh Clay, Clody, dear Clody; istrhee; my d 
Clody ? Help me, help me up. Nun to n Lords 
Forum preſently; tell him his Treaſury is rob d, his 
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8 0 CE N A* 4 #8 the Countey.. « 


Enter ſeverdl Herlfajen belonging to to Marius. 
1 Herdſ. Good - morrow, Brother; Jou have as the 
News. 
2 Herdſ. News, .c both a? Trim News al. 
1 Herdſ. Why, ey, ſay our Lord ind Fe tem 
a one fide. . 18 there. any thing i in't trow 2 "i 5 | 
2 Herd|. Any thing i in't? alas-a-day Y atasa 7 
times! ſad times, Brother ! not © Feng, of Monty ins 
9 Herd. Nay, 1 tho oht there was no good Weather 
towards, When my bald-Fac'd' Heifer ſtuck up her Tail 
Eaſtward, and ran back into a new Quickſet, which. I had 
juſt made to keep the Swine from the Beans, 
2 Herdſ. And thet' oth c BO ,as I he” at Supper, in 
the Chimney-corner,, a W Farlly, of of Swallows, that 
bad occupy'd a Tenement "theſe ſeyen Years, fell down, 
Neſt and all, into the Porrid e-pot, and. ſpoil'd. the e 
Sad times! fad times! Brother? wy 
3 Herdſ. Did you meer no Troopers this way? 
2 Herdſ. Troopers! ? I ſaw a Parcel of R ooners, 1 
think they call em, trotting along von Wood ſide upon 
ragged Hidebound Jades. 4 e ee came for no 
Goodneſs . 7 
1 Herdſ. "Twas to ſeek 15 or 1 Marius 2s ſure 
Eggs be Eggs. Theſe bitious Folk make 19 25 ir in 
the World than a thouſand Men. Would * Kine "ey 


47 3 


Enter ſevtral Soldiers i in gueſt of Marius, | 
x Sold, This is the way. n you Nag of 


Boobies ? whoſe Fools are | 110 t 
2 Herdſ Rad We 185 55 * 58 you are 3 "Hy 5 1 
dies Fools that Sf. i C 207 21A WM 


2 Sold. Do Pe 5 h 555 Trig. Aer „ 
* 11 belong to Ca. Mari Ws, ee | 
or 1 „ 

I geld. W Why this 15 4 avil Fel, Jo But you, Rogues, 
you * ind be hang d e Jen? %% F 
2 Herdp. 


— — ——— ¶ — — 


a an 5 — — 8 
MISS — — * _ 4 — - _ 
rn „% ———— —— ͤ A — — rr — 
. x. 9 ND > 25 9 kts, Fae Aon, gens — 
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keep me a Cowkeeper ſtil] 


Confuſion on ye, ye ſordid Earthlings, TEx. all 377 


* 
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enough to be valiant. Had I but Mon 228 1s 
no more be a Wit than you'd bea Soldier. 
2 Sold. Let the hnngry Churl alone. 


1 Sold. Hark you, you Dog: where's your Lond, the | 


Traitor Marius? 15 
2 Herdſ. In a whole Skin, if he be Et 3 
2 Sold. Where is he, you Pultroon? NN 


2 Herdſ. Look you, 1 keep his Cows and bis Oxen 


here at Salonium, but I kee none of him. If you mult 
needs know where he i is, then I muſt, needs tell you! 


don't know. . 
1 Sold. Let's to his Houſe hard by, and. Aalack that 


Sirrah, if we miſs of him, you may repent this. 


[Ex. Soldiers, 


1 Herdſ. Tis all one to me, I muſt pay my Rent to 


ſomebody. 
2 Herd/. Why, this tis now to be a great Man, man 
I fa Ts; 
Enter Marius Senior anc Gragids. PE 7 de a 
Mar. Sen. Where are-we ? are we yet not near Sals 


Lead me to yonder ſhady Poplar, where . (aum : 


The poor old Marius a- while may ſit. 
And joy in Reſt. Oh my diſtemper'd Head! | 
The Sun has beat his Beams ſo hard upon me, 


That my Brain's hot as molten Gold. My Skull! EA 8 5 
Oh my tormented Skull! Oh Rome Rome, 7.6 Rome 5 > 


Hah! what are thoſe? © ” HY 
Gran. They ſeem, Sir, rural Swains, ; 
Who tend the Herds that graze beneath theſe Woods, | 


| Mar. Sen, Who are you? to what Lord do ye belong? 
2 Herdſ. We did belong to Caius Marius once; but 


they ſay he's gone a Journey: and now we belong o 


one another, 


Mar. Sen. Have ye forgot me then rateful yes! 
Are you fo willing to 5 yout Fg iy ul Slate 


Who would have thought habe found fch Baſel her 


Where Innocence ſeems ſexted by the Gods, * 
As in her Virgin- nakedneſs untainted ? _, n 


1 Herdſ. Oh fly, my Lord, deu ord afe thick za 


2 Herdſ.:1's poor enough. 10, be witty, as you'te-ptar 


They are in ſearch of you. Ny, fly, 


would not trouble you, if 1 had — 


Kere bb te * „ 


juſt now a Troop 2 ers paſt this 
And ask'd with Horror far the Traitor: CY ns | 5 
By this time at Salonium, at your Houſe fi M 
Led Exit, 


Mar. Sen. I {hall be hounded up and | ys 
Now every Villain, that is Wrerch enougRn 
Io take the Rrice of Blood; dreams of my Throat" 
Help and ſup till T reach the Wood; a 
Then go and find, thy wretched-Brother ou, 


Afundar we may d our Fate, and loſe her. 
In ſome old hollow Tree or o' ergrown _ id 1 01 
I'd reſt my OY Limbs 1 e ee 4¹ 4 dd 


And *tis too much for one, T9 
: Sold. Lots for this Wood A df 2 od 
A flaming, if you think he's 3 ad then 
Quickly you'll fee th'old Probe crawl humming out, 
1 Sold. Thoualwayslowihto ride full $ Miſchief. 
There's no Conſideration: in the. 'Lookt you, hen 1 
tut a Throat, I love toda ĩt wich as inuch Deliberation and 
Decency as a Barber cuts a Beard. I hate a flovenly Mur- 
der done hand over head: a Man gets no Credit by it. 
3 Sold. The Man that ſpoke laſt, ſpoke well,” There- 
fore let us to yon adjacent vile and ſouſe our ſelyes 
in good Falernium — A 4202 * Ex. "Soldiers, | 
Mar. Sen. Oh Villains! nota Shave f thoſe © 


© 


But has ſerv'd-under me, has e 1 11450 760 


And felt my Bounty — Droughtl patehiag Droighs, 8 
Was ever Lion thus by Dogs em ſeic! 2 n 
Oh! I could ſwallow Rivers: Earth, el me mn 
Or ſwallow Marius down where Springs firſt flow. 
Enter Marius Junior, and gory Wn 
Mar, Jun. My Father! ee ban 
Mar. Sen. Oh my Sons! enn eee ee 
Mar. Jun. Why thus forlorn! gretch Go the Earth 2 ? 
Mar, Sen. Ok get mie ſome Rete, cooling 
And Water to-allay myravenous Thi. (erb 


— 
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But I'm ſo faint that all my Limbs are uſeleſs. Fo > | 7.5 © 


Now have I not one Drachma to buy Food : 57 3 
Muſt we then ſtarve? No ſure the Birds will ed wn us. 


Mar. Jun. There ſtands a Houſe on yonder ſide * 


It ſeems che Manſion of ſome Man of Note: (Wood, 
1'll go and turn a Beggar for my Father. 

Mar. Sen. O my Soul's Comfort! do. Indeed 1 Want ö 
I, who had once the Plenty of the Eartů, e 
Now want a Root and Water. Go, my Boy, on 
And ſee who'll give a Morſel to 7 Marius. 
Nay, I'll not ſtarve: No, 1 will plunge in Riot, 
Wallow in Plenty. Drink! 1711 —— Lell drink! 
Give me that Goblet hither Here's a Health 

To all the Knaves and Senators in Rome. 

Mar. Jun. Repoſe your ſelf a-while, till we return 
Aar. Sen. Iwill, but prithee let me rave a little. 
Go, prithee go, and don't delay. 1'll reſt. 
As thou ſhalt, Rome, if er my Fortune calle mew. © 


Li Mar. Jag 
10 Ester Lavinia. OUT 
Another Murd'rer ? this bring ab Fate: E 


A thr he Snake cloth'd-in a dainty Skin. 
Lav. I've wandred up and down theſe Woods and 
Meadows, | | 
Till I have loſt my way 
Againſt a tall, young, ſlender, well-grown Oak 


Leaning, 1 found Lavinia in the Bak. 19-39% 550 8 


My Marius ſhould not be far hence. 15 2 1 
Mar. Sen. What art thou. . 
That dar'ſt to name that wretched A Mating ?:; 
Lav. Do not be angry, Sir, whate'er U arty”). 15 
I am a poor unhap y Woman, driven . 
By Fortune to purſue. my baniſh'd — 32. 
Mar. Sen. By thy diſſembling Tone thou ſhould be 
Woman, 
And Roman too. 
Lav. Indeed I amo | : 1 KD SEL 
Mar. Sen. A Roman? | & 
If thou art ſo, be gone, leſt Rage with Strength. 


Aſſiſt my 9 998 and A riſe and kill thee. * 2 


*. 


of Clin Mani * "9 ; 


Tav. My Father, is it you 1 5 
Mar. Sen. Now thou art: . | A rats 
For Lyes are in thee, I? am I wy Father?» 421 „ 
1 ne'er was yet ſo curſt ! None of thy Ser 5 A 
E'er ſprung from me. My Ocklpring all are © Mates, 
The nobler ſort of Beaſts entit led Men: 

Lav, | am your Daughter, if yout Son's my Lord. 


Have you ne er heatd Lavinia's Name in 1 


That wedded with the Son of lau :- 
Mar. Sen. Hah ! 5 | 2% * 

Art thou that fond, that kind and PEN ing, 

That left her Father, Tor: a'baniſh'd ne une, ft 4 

Come near — . tra- nad n 1 MS tt Cos 


And let me blefs. * tho thy! Name's my Foe; i: 


Lav. Alas, my Father, you ſeem much op 
Your Lips are parcht, blood - ſhot your: pes aul 
Will you partake ſueh Ftuits as I have gather d? 


Taſte, Sir, this Peach, and this r both are 


Ripe and refreſhing, - CS IS RY, BRED 217101 R8GL AY 
Mar, Sen. What? all his Goih en of - 4062 5s 

Thou Angel, whom the Gads. have 8 to aid mo? 

I don't deſerve thy Bounty. 9 13112705, Gf ein 
Lav. Here, Sir's more. N inn | * $95 i 

I found a Chryſtal Spring too — Wood: 1 in 

And took ſome Water: tis moſt ſoft 1 r ilk 
Mar. Sen. An Emperor's Feaſt! but 1 ſhall rob thee. 
Lav. No, I've cat, 1 agg þ Rr 5 Dux W hs 

my Lord, - 1 bt 32 314 

My deareſt Ma te bid nene, e 
Mar, Sen. To th' neighb'cing Village... „ G01 61 687; 

He's gone, to his Father's Dinner, Daughter. 
Lav. Will you then call me Daughter? oy; ran ju 1 


Im much o'er-paid for all the Wrong of Forums, 


But ſurely Marius can't be brought to want: 
I've Gold and Jewels too, and they'll buy N 
Enter Marilis Junior. 2006) t £453 & 
Mar. Sen. See here, my Maris: what the Gods! have 
ſent us , {£34 SIE? 118 5 1 4 
Haw thy Lauinia. 17 51455 
Star, Jar. Kab: | " (hey ous e 
Mar. Sen. 


60 The Modes and Pao, Wo: 0 
Mar. Sen. What? dumb at meeting? 65. . 11 ng 
Mar. Jun. Wh my Love d ave MD" ſt 
Lav. 3 ak, Tears rn my Words," here 
And choak me with unutterable Jop. '3n 1 WW ® 


=_ 


Mat. Jun. Oh my Heart's $Jox n | 45 re ma 
Deu. My Soul ! ! INS 0+.) 1550 2111 
Aar. Jun. But baſt thou left [f. 
Thy Father's Houſe, the Pomp and State of TY Mar 
To follow Deſart· Miſery: th” artha 
Lev. Ie e debt: nat M bat u! 


ill ba 
ve eve 


nd ſe 


To bear a part in every thing : dare thine)! 210 * Ty 
Be't Happineſs or Sorrow. theſe Woods,” i r 
Whilſt from purſuing Enemies you're fafe— n 2140.) 


PII range — and find the Fruits and Springs, | - 
Gather cool Sedges, Daffadils and Lilies, 
And ſofteſt Camomil to make us Beds, '7-! 01 7 Wy 
Whereon my Love and I at night will deep, ru 
And dream of better Fortune. 2 ; oth Ind pr 
Enter Granius and Servant with Wins und var. Wc 
Mar. Sen. Yet more 6G $161 ave ant orfak: 
Sure Comms, the God of ow haunts theſe Woods] pens 


And means to entertain us as. his Guefts: ©: > 1095 Þ 
Serv. I am ſent hither, Marius, from . Lord; * 


To brit 


Df all 


Sextilius the Erætor, to relieve thee, - 5 bau 

And warn thee that thou ſtrait depart dis Phe . boy Wet! 
Elſe he the Senate's Edict muſt obey,” 15 av? all be C. 
And trearcthees che Tod bf Kass. „ n7 n Mw 
Mar. Sen. But did he, bye 17m To lea 
Did he, Sextilius, bid thee ſay all this? #1 11 Mar 
Was he too proud to come and fee his — 42) * Tag 


That rais'd hir out of nothing! Was he not H 

My menial Servant once, and wip'd theſe Shoes, 
Ran by my Chariot wheels, my Pleaſures watch, Tr 1 
And fed upon the voidings of my Table 
Durſt he affront me with a ſordid Alms ? | +. 10) 5 
And ſend a ſaucy Meſſage by u Slave? 


hilſt 
and cl 
Mar 
o {on 


1 


Mar 


Hence with thy Scraps: anew thy Teeth Idaſh: — 
Be gone whilſt thou 8 ſafe. Hold, ſtay a lictle. 3 
Serv. What anſwer would you have me carry back! ,, 


Mar. Sen. Go to Sextilius, tell him thou haſt ons | 
00 ; 


Sextilit 


idſt an dp Toad N 2 0 own, | 
There now 'he cannot claim! 5 Turf to fleep pon. * 978 . | 
ow am I fallen! Muſick: Sure the Gods [Soft i i 


% Dee mad, or have defign 'S I to. gh me e. 

3 ell, what art thou? . 4. 

WH Marth. Am J a Stranger to ines! = 

7 Wrc44's my Name, che Syrian en 

; What us'd to wait upon thee with good 1 BHT 
„ill banift'd out of Rome for ſervin hee, „ 
rss ever ſince inhabited theſe Woc | 
ad ſearch'd the deepeſt Arts of wile Foreknowledge J 


Mar. Sen, 1 know thee now moſt well. When chen 
wert gone, 5 

l my good Fortune left me. My lovd Vultures, 

hat us d to hover o'er my happy Head. I 
Ind promiſe Honour i in the Jay of Battle, | 2 
ave ſince been ſeen ng. more. Even Birds of FRO | 
orſake unhappy Marius: Men of Prey . 

purſne him Call, Haſt thou no Hopes i in ſtore? 

Marth. A hundred Sj pirits wait upon my Will, 

Fo bring me Tidings. from th Earth's fartheſt Corners, 


G 

al that happens out in States and Councils: 
ell thee therefore, Rome is once more thine, 

1 he Conſuls haye had Blows, and Cinna's beaten, 


ho with his Army comes to find thee out, 
To lead him back with Terror to that C. e 
Mar. Sen. peak on. : 
Marth. Nay, &er t zou thikkft ithe will be with " 
ut let thy Sons, and theſe fair Nymphs retire, N 
hilſt I relieve thy wearied Eyes wich Sleep, _ 
ind chear thee in a Dream with promis'd due. . 
Mar. Jun. Come, my Lavinia, Granius, we ll withdraw | 
o ſome cool Shade, and wonder at our Fortune. (Ex. 
I [Martha waves, her Wand —— 4 Dante. 
Mar. Sen. O Reſt, thou Stranger tomy Senſes, welcome. 
Enter Servant and a Ruffian. 
Serv. Ten Attick Talents ſhatl be thy Reward, 
Sextilius * em thee. — him 
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And plunge hits to the bottom. Mah, Antonin! ve] 


Secure that Gaul—Dar'ſt Vida kill Caius Marius? ö Dy th 


Js that a, Fortune fit for Cairns Marius? 


And. give him all the Cuſtoms of his HonOuỹ 
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Ruff. Fear not, he never wakes A Agai £2 
Mar. Sen. No more. 15 5 2 1 i i 
I'll hear 10 more. Agel live? Þ "No, nd 3 Bs Ibn 


He dies, he dies. So, bear bim to the 7 - 50 5191 


Cin. 
o ca 
nd 
Mar 
Cin. 


Where are my Guards? Dil; path that W | 
That when he ſhould be Solo publick Service, 
Conſumes his time in Speeches, to the Rabble, TH 
And fows Sedition in a City. Down, a 1 "9 
Down with Pompeius too, t "at call'd me Tra,” | — diſowi 
Hah! art thou there? Weich once en ” dad to 
1 Rome's Tribunal, . =. þ 
2 lt HOOKER L930 it © 9% revo 

„ Now's the time. TE ons ie bo] w rr 
147 Sen. Stand off. D % 119% A 1 
Vhat's 


Hah! ſpeak? What art thou? „ein. 
Ruff. By Sextilius hirel, | ea! 
I hither came to take your. Life. Spare | e, Df 00 hh 
And 1'Il for ever ſerve you at your I 1 5 1 har d 
Mar. cen. What barb'rous Slaves are bee hard tei Map 
The open Air; ſet Prices on my Head, * Vith w 
As they would do on Wolves that Nay chit Flock!“ enter 
Enter Sul itius. N (rm N 80 to 

Trumpets! e where haſt thou been wand 
Since the late Storm that drove us from each othet? my) 
Sulp. Why, doing Miſchief up and down the 05 a, 
Picking up diſcontented Fools, ii! ark Ind ev 


auini, 
zy Ruf 
Ind lik 
Mar, 


The Senators and Government, deſtio 71 77 


Faith amongſt honeſt Men; and: prac ng Kitayes, 204 f 
. Mar, Sen, Oh, but where' $ Cin na „ 


Sulp. Ready to ſalute ou. e 4 

: nier ches allen de with 2775 and Our. ö 
Cin. Romans, once more behold your nes} or clc 
— + f ſhe b 
0-mo! 
or tha 
o dear 


Advance your Axes and your Rods before him, N * 


Mar. Sen. Away : ſuch Pomp becom not wreidh 


Here let nie pay. Obedience tom "Conſul, (Mun 5 coy 1 
Lead me, great Cinna, where thy Toes have es long | 
And ſee how thy old Soldier will eye m m. 


76 


ith tl 


of Caxus 1 3 63 


Ci. O —— be our Hearts united ever, 
Jo carry Deſolation 

7 05 nd Fade that Den en e Mont to the Earth, * S 
nave, Wl Mar. Sen. Shall we ? 1 
C, We'll do't, That oddly" foothfay Aug F W 
bat Hacrificing. Dolt, thaz-Sat" S, | * 
Vhen we were chofen Conlats in tlie 2 | 
iſfown'd me for his Collegue; ſaid, the Gods | wg: 
fad told him I deſign'd Tyrannick Sn. 
rovok'd the Citizetis, Who took up Arms, | pow 


979 1 428 8 
drove me forth the Gates. 5 5 #56 
5 Mar. Seu. Eecelſeut W a a „ 
* 1 1 78 MIT. To 2 x1 15417 Fa $4 £ . 
Vhat's to be do ae . we "42 155 + 70 # ry 
ci. No ſoon 0 


ut a large Part of that great "City led me. 1 


„ bbere's not an hogeſt Spitit Teft in Rowe, * 
hat does not own MN life, and wiſh for Marius. 
Sl ſ1 Mar. Sen. ASH 1 orſe, my Armour, and the Laurel 
ich which oer come three barb rous Nations, 
+ enter'd crown'd with Triumph i into Rome. l 
eo to free her now from greater Mifchiefes. 
fo. | Enter Martus Junior,” and Grands, 9 
y young Wiltrfaur! 5 | 
Cir, r. Jun. Curſt be tie Ligbe, p 
„ad ever curſt be alt theſe Regions * us. 50 
me £3 
i 8-2 1e's loſt, born back with force to Rome, _ 
„ WW Ruffians headed: by her Father's Kinſmen ave Thin 
„ Wd ike a Coward too I live, yet * 56 e 2:0 EE. 
wid Mar. Ln Oh ine r " Marine let not 'paines coo | 
4. from tee, 7625 . 
ul; or cloud the Joy that's brelling 80 hy Father. 


f ſhe be back in N 'Lavinia's thine. 
o-morrow's Dawn reſtores her to th Arms. 
or that fair Miſtreſs, Fortune, which has ak - 
reich o dear, for which! ſych' Hardſhips I have paſt, | 
Mar 05 coy no more,” bur oro wns'my Hopes at loſt. 
ce long to imbrace her, n *tis Death to ſtay. 
Im mad, as promis'd Ride egrooms, born f . 
With thoughts. of TOE, bar the) joy ey Day. e Erie 
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SCENE UI. Metellus Ae 


Enter Metellus, Lavinia, and priefl of \Mymen, 
Lav. Nay, you have catch'd me: 1 Wa 0 
But with my Cries I'll rend the echoing Heav n,, 
Till allthe Gods are witneſs how you uſe me. 
Met. What? like a Vagrant fly thy Father's Hoa 
And follow fulſomely an exil'd $ avs... rd 
Diſdain'd by all the World, but abject thou? 3 
Reſolve to go, or bound be ſent to S 
With as much Scorn as thou haſt done e 1 
Lav. Do, bind me, kill me, taek theſe Limbs: Tape 
But, Sir, conſider ſtill I am your Da ole $ «ct 61d Of al 
And one Hour's Converſe with this holy > an 5 20 
May teach me to repent, and ſhew Obedience. 6 * N 
Met, Think not t' evade me by protracting time: 
For if thou doſt not, may the Gods forſake me, 4 
As 1 will thee, if thou eſcape my Fury. === I 
Lav. Oh! bid me leap (rather than 80 K to $ 
From off the Battlements of any Tow'r, 
Or walk in thieviſh ways; or bid me 


46.4 


Where Serpents are : chain me with AG Bean Wha 

Or hide me rightly i in a Charnel-houſe, —_—— Sz 

O'er-cover'd quite with dead Mens rattlin Bones, 'Tist 

With reeky Shanks, and yellow chapleſs Sculls: 

Or bid me go into a new. made Grave. — 

And hide me with. a dead Man in his hroud : 25 1 | 

Things that to hear but told have ma me trem 

And I'll go thro. it without fear or doubting, ;, ../, SC 

To keep my Vows unſpotted to my Love M ( 
Prieſt, Take here this Vial then, and 1 in this moment 

Drink it, when ftreight thro all thy Veins ſhall run, 57, 

A cold and drouſy Humour more than Sleep: 

And in Death's borrow'd likeneſs ſhalt thou "Nie „ „Cin. 

Two Summer Days, chen wake as from a EY 1 

Till Marius by my Leiters know what” $ paſt, en . 1 


And come by ſtealth to Roma. 
Lav. Give me; oh! give me: tell me not of Fear, 


Prieſt. Farewel : Be bold and proſp'rous, 5 


us. l 
u * 


5 4 


Lav. Oh! ' Harde 


Heay'n knows if ever” we (hall 3 1 975 
have a faint cold Fear thrills thro . ian 
That almoſt freeZes up che Heat of ite, 11 
1'll call him back again to comfort * * er 8 
Stay, holy Man. But what ſhould Re auge 25 1 
My diſmal Scene 'tis fit I act aloe nn 
What if this Mixture do not work at all rh n 443 
Shall 1 to-morrow ther be ſent to Mi 2 hk. 
No, no,—this ſhall forbid OR FOR 0 
| 4. 
n Or how, i. wii e Pm Haid into the — 4527 Digger, 
l wake 9 18 at Maria ome oy wr 
To my Relief? There, there's 4 Kal ont. $12 d of 
Shall I not then be ſtifled in'the e 
Where for theſe many hundred Years che-Bönes 
Of all my bury'd Ahceſtors are pack ?)? 5 
Where, as they ay, Gfoſts at ſome Hours reſort, 
With Mandrakes ſhrieks Pr the Earth's dark Womb, 
That living Mortals he o them run mad? a N N 
Or if I walce, al Ter For iſtractel. ts i 
Inviron'd round wich all chen idedus Fears,” 1314 i 
And madly play with my Fore fathers Joint: Pad 
Then in this Rage, with ſome great Kinſman's Bones, 
As with a Club, dach out my deſp'rate Brain: 
What? Sylla'?” 8 5 282 er Ebver- 
My Senfe abies = Bon dub my; Draught; Py ; 


oo 


'Tisto myL Lordi ts) Ob Marius x A Ma 
10 dr 1911 BUNS 162 07797 9111. feet 
- 1.411 11-39 G0 480318 122 33d 1 


AT V SCENE, 


S C E N E,” Cinna's-Camp" hefore-the Walls of 
5H rn Bot ö "TM: hp . WY ak Fes. aa a 


men; bow - 503 031 


Ener Cinha*Mk ag t 2 Salp unius, "72 
Cin. belege Rome 7 How et, 
ad ; Traitors,” ts, age eb 


Bat; aan Jet Fil 1 OGH C HINT 9.207 
411 . 8 * —_ 2 $40 : 63 oh 
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Aloft dread Lord Marius, in her Nam me bow, 2 * 


Fold up your dreadful Enſigns, and lay bß 
Tour warlike Terrors, that affright her Matrons, 


By pouring flatt'ring Balm into the Wound, 


Oh! What an excellent Maſter is an Army. * on Bi. E 


To teach rebellious Cities Manners! Say, 2 uch 
My Friend and Collegue Meri ſhall we A em? $1 
Mar. Sen. Whom? | i e doo ned For Fr M 
Cin, The ee 4 IE „„ Su 
Aar. Sen. From whence? ,  _- on upo! 
Cin. From Rome. RT Wy 
Mar. Sen. My 3 men? ? they muſt be cbs, Capi 
Or Syllg will be angry — 

Cin. In what state | proc 
And Pageantry the ſolid Lumps move on * C. 
And tho they come to beg, will be auended ofe 
With their ill order d Pomp and 1 25 F Pride. : Mig 
Who are ye? and from whence? 9 I 


1 Amb, From wretched Rome, de 
To thee, moſt mighty Cinna, and to thee, . __—_ 
Cin. What's your Demand. t Jiu 
I Amb. Hear but our humble Prayers, IN ar 19 1 iT 
And all Demands be made by Godlike Cin n. 
W hither, oh! whither will your Rage purſue us? 2 W 
Maſt all the Fortunes and the Lives of Rome , . bs 10 
Suffer for one Miſcarriage of her Maſters? 
Your ſorrowful afflicted Mother Rome, _ =" 
In whoſe kind Boſom you were nurs'd and. bred, 10 
Stretches her trembling Arms t'implore; your Pay. wy 


And come to her, e'er Sorrows quite o an Jer: ber. 

But come like Sons that bring their Pare 

Enter her Gates with Pove- lixe Peace ws ye, 1 ; 4 

And let no bloody Slaughter ſtain her Streets. 
Cin. Thus tis you think to heal up — Honour, 


Which for a time may make i it whole and fair: 3 0 
Till the falſe Medicine be at laſt diſcover d. 1 ve ee L 
And then it rankles to a Sore again. DRL PL” 
Take this my Anſwer: I will enter Rome; . 2 | 
But for my Force, I'll keep it ſtill my own, © 

Nor part with Pow'r b0 give it to my Foes, 


V Carus MAxrüs 


Mas: Sen. Sup, 5. 175 abje& es are tliefe : g 
W Such * Deformities along ! | 1 
pk : Sulp. I cannot _ t laugh ro ei are we.” has wi _ 105, 
. Mar. Sen. F 
8 Sulp, How NE bella "Noddles; 045 156k fo zaye. 
upon the Matter in t e Sena choſe, will laugh bat: grin 
4 at one another, when 1 are ſet 4 —_ A. the 
ecard, Capitol. 4 
5 : Amb. May we return wich Jo into our For 
ProclaintFag Peace, agreed with. eay n 985 25 1 | 
Cin. Go tell em Mah ex ett due Hotriage e paid 
Of every Senator ex 9457 z owledgment, e un 
Mighty Rewards in Offices "of Honour. oy 
1 Amb. But on that Brow there ſtil] appears a EY 
That never roſe without a following Storm. 
Mar. Sen. Alas! for me a ſimple baniſh'd Mane, 
Driv'n from my Country by the Night of Law, 
And juſtly puniſh'd as my Its defery'd, 
Think not of me: Whate er are his 3 „ 
1 fhll obe. nee 
Both Amb. May all te Holt reward you, — Rs megan 
x. Ambaſſ. aid ama 
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Cin. Now Marius, | 
Mar. Sen, Now, my inna. 
Cin. Are not we. | 

True born of Rome, trite Sons of ch; a Mater 5 


Mar. Sen. Thoſe two Knives, B 0 0 3 
Thoſe whining, fawning. humble, planets," 
Would cut thy Throat or mine for halt a DT. Os 

Cin, Let's not delay: a Moment. a | 650 

Mar. Sen. Oh! let 5 fy, | 898 N zur. VG 


Enter this curſed City ; nay, with andes te 100, 3 

But falſe as the adulterate romiſes 

Ot Favourites in pow'r, When poor Men court . bas 

Cin. They always bated-me, becauſe a Soldier. 
Mar. gen. Baſe Natures ever grudge at things above em, 
And hate a Pow'r they are too much oblig d to. 

VW ben Fears are on them, then their kindeſt Wiſhes 

4 And beſt Rewards attend the gallant Warrior: 


Mar, Wi But Dangers vaniſh'd, infamous Neglect, m. 


How I adore, thy Temper ! oe" 2 
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m Uſage and Reproach are all his Portion n 
Or at the beſt he's Wedded to Links Wins * ee 
- Robb'd of that little e Hire e öl d and blec "for 0 dus 


Sulp. I'd rather turn a bold true-kearts | 
Live upon Prey, and hang for! 0 with r my 1 Fel . 
Than, when my Honour and my Country 's Cauſe Jo 


Call me to Dangers, be «fo baſely branded. 
Mar. Sen, Eer we this City enter then, let's wear 


Not to deſtroy one honeſt, Roman . 1 er a 
Sulp. Nor one chaſt Matron. 3 l N n 
Cin. Nor a faithſul Friend, - 55 111. N a 


Nor true-born-Heir, nor Senate e 5 fe? eg 
Mar. Sen. But Knaves and VA ark and hi 
. born rats, 
And th* endleſs ſwarms of Fools g grown up in Y ears, | 
Be Slaughter's Game, till we diſ-people Rome.” © 
Cin. Draw out our Guards, and let theTrumpets 12 5 
Mar. Sen. Till all things tell 'em Marius is at We, 
O Sylla, if at Capua thou ſhalt hear 
How Fortune deals with nie, fall on thy Knee, 
And make the Gods thy Friends to keep thee from! me. 
Sulpitius, as long the Streets we move — 
With ſolemn pace and meditating Miſchiefs, 
Whome'er I ſmile on let thy Sword go thro. 
Oh! can the Matrons and the Virgins Cries, . _. 
The Screams of dying Infants, and the Grays, ns 
Of murder'd Men be Muſick to ap eaſe me? © genus: 
Sure Death's not far from ſuch, 164 ate Cure. 2 3 k. 
Be't with me rather (Gods) as 0 torms, let looſe, 
That rive the Trunks of talleſt Cedars own,, 3 
And tear from tops the loaded pregnant Vine, _ 7 ah 5 
And kill the tender Flow'rs but yet half blown. Wy. * 
For having no more Fury left in Roi e ikea 
Heav'ns Face grows clear, the Storm i is heard not 6 nord 0 


And Nature ſmiles as gaily as before 
8 E NE. , Metdllys' fai, : 


8 Enter Meteflus, S. _ 7 

Met. A Pace 1 Marins 7 ? O moſt baſe Subrailſon! 
That over-ruling Fears ſhould weigh, up be n! 950 551 
Was not the City ours, and D Wi finer 2 n 2 


n Ant 
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And been ee for alt ie MO n qo; ihe. 25 1 


I'll warrant you, an 
Well: Miſtreſs! 


Nay, I muft wake pu, * 


— — OS magrns P ao 


of Carus Marius. | 


At Cæpuu, almoſt in a Trumpet's Call} 
And 4 bn Could I but once have fou 
might have met this Marius in broke 


„  & +X 3 


T3936. 


Nurſe. | Fs Lins © "5 | 8 . 
pe, ' Enter Nur 750 Hud 1 v1rul4 
Nurſe. Here, aw fall plea FAS 85 . 
Met. Go wake Lavinia. _ Tell her, WO he bee 
For Capua this ; for the Trice _ 
Favours her Journey, Lad ſecures her Paffige [Ext | 
(scene draws and tiſtovers Lavin "on 4 Couch. 
Nurſe. Wake her? PogrTimaule ff 575 be aq poypilh, | 
| its Nye, and frown now. 
y. Lavinia! faſt Ewatrant her. 
Why, Lamb! hy Lady: you Slug - a- bed. 
What, not a Word? Vou ule your penny-worth now, 
Sleep for a Week ; for the next n bu (my Word for” t) 
Sylla takes care chat you ſhaft, ut little. . 
Gods forgive me" | „ 
Marry and Amen. How Wund l is besser ET”. 
I muſt needs Wake her. Madam!“ Madam! Madam!“ 
Now ſhould yqur Loyer find on Poſture, _— 10 
He'd fright *hy rfaith. t Won't it do? 
Dreſt tos? And in Four Clothes? and down again? 


Lady! iv 


- 28% $1 
4 5 141 dy * 


Alas! alas! help, help, m E 
Ah! well- a- da that ever wa St 
SOME Aqua vitae. Hoa wer e, FEE 
e, Has. i oa: 
Met. Lavinia $517 7 10 45 163! et. Pen 5:7 


Nurſe, Your onl Danghter's dead” | mated 
As dead as a. Herri g Stock- fiſn, or Door- al. 

| Met. Stiff, cold and pale. Where are t Beauties 5 now 
Thy Bluſhes that Rave warm'd fo many earts? 
All Hearts that ever felt her cdnqu' tin rer 13755 5 
Sigh till ye break; and all ye Eyes t| that langn Noe C | 
In my Lavinia's Brightneſs,. 1 my me, © * 
Till Grief grö g eneral, and che World'cin Tears. 

Nurſe, Oh Day! oh Day! oh Day? 'oh hareful vip! 
Never was ſeen | black 4 r 
Oh Day! oh woful Day ! ch Day, like Night! | 
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Met. No more: Thus i in her Bridal | Ornaments, | | 
Dreſt as ſhe is, ſhe, ſhall, be born to, 1 Jut of bt 1 
I'th* Sepulchre whe e our Forefat Ss - 66 pit 
Be't done, Whilſt all things we! ain'd. for Joy. 4 
Turn from their 1 5 To in Sadneſs. iy, 


' Nurſe. 1 ſhall be done and done and overdone, as we 


are undone. And 1 will ſigh, and cry till I'm ſwells as | 


big as a Pumkin. Nay, my poor | Baby, 1 Il take, care thou 
ſhalt not die for nothing; for Ng waſh thee. with my 
10 


Tears, perfume thee wich my Sig e a... Flower 


in every part about hee. A Türen n 


WE 


1 93K * q . e 


"ST E N anges to the Folum, wh 
12 eee 


En AER 8 


1 Cit. white oh whither ſhall, we fly © —— 5 


Already reeking Murder's in our Streets; 47 rl 
Matrons with Infants in their Arms are bucher d, 200 


And Rome appears one noiſom Houſe of Slaughter, 4 


2 Cir. Hear us ye Gods, and pity our Calamitiss. | L 
Stop p. ſtop the Fury c of this cruel Tyrant; 7g 
Ot ſend your Thunder forth to ſtrike us dead, zin he 
E'er our own Slaves are Maſters of our Throats. 
1 Cir, Ruin draws near us. Oh my Friends! ler 8 Ay 
To the Altars of our Gods, and by the Hands A 
Of one another die, as Romans. 5 9ught mort eb — 

Enter Anchartus the Sei and bis Grandſon... 

Child. Hide me, my Grand Ad * gly Men are coming 

That kilbd my Mother and my Sitter 7h 2 7 n 


Will they kill you and me too 1 4 
Anch. Oh my Child! 1 4 , » 8 2128 1 155 2A. | 
I cannot hide - nor know not what to do, * 


Decrepit Age benumbs my A A 3, nad vat 
I can't reſiſt, nor f:! 
Child. Then. here we Uſit; fe 4 b 1 121 I. 17 2 
Perhaps they'll not come yet; or if they leapt 2 {ner en] 
I'll allupoen my Knees, 1 8 your, ite. 4 OT 
Lam a very 1 harmleſs B 5 


nd he | 7 Jy 
And when I cry, and talk, E ang aboüt em, 7 


uy” pity. ſure my Tears, a grant me all. N Get 145 N 


of Carus MAktys: go) l 


Enter ſeveral old Men in Black with Cy refs 5 W Teaths, 
leading Virgins in white with wg 5 154 Toke. 
the Tribuna. 1 Aeg u 8 * B 
Then enters Marius Se "ar Comſul, ietors,” Torn | 
and bolt cas 5 1 pics, | 

Mar. Sen. I thank ye, "Gods, e hape reffbrl me now, 


| ion gs the 7. dg, 
What rage is this, Sulpirins, E. 
Remove theſe Slayes, and bear 'em to their rates. l 
Id A it 
10 . come n not bor our ſelyes, but in 12 
; TH algae: HET 50 . UX 


aging Go A7 2! 3460 DA 
Tae () LEND 


Pity a wretched State, 


And let looſe all thy drend 5 

4 Mar. Sen. I know ye all. great Senators; ye are 255 
14 The Heads and Patrons of r ellious Rome. 
7 Ye can be humble when Affliction galls ye: 3 
* And with that Cheat at any time ye think q 
70 charm: a'generous Mind; tho pe have y oh 0 Tu 
I Falſe are your Sifeties When induf A by Pow! = 
4 For ſoon ye fatten and grow able altere 3 
0) Wl Falſe are Tour” Fears, and your Afflictions fer: 3 or 
2M For they cheat you, and'make you' ho open for Metcy, TY 
14 Which you ſhall never gain at Marius Hands. 5 
VPV ho truſts your Penitence is more han Fool. 

51 Rebellion will renew; ye can't be honeſt. 

A You're never pleas'd' but with the Knaves chat chen vou, 


— —— OP 


ly And work their Follies to their private Ends. eh 4 
on For your Religion, like your ede your wear ity © 

n.. To change and turn juiſt is the Faſhi oy Ag 

oh And think you by this ſolemn piece 0.0% 8 5 ry E 
uy To huſh my Rage, and melt me int Piry'Y wn | | 


Advance, Sulpitins : : old Anchürius there, „ 

ü Who was ſo violent for my Deſtruction, a 5 

2 | That his Beard briſtled ths Face diſtorte ;, 1 

5 Away with him. Difparch theſe Triflers too. N f 1 
but ſpare the Virgins, cauſe mine Eyes have ſeem! em: 

"A Or keep em for my Warriors tò Ft Jock f in. 75 
22 Anch. Thou who wert born to Xo the 1 8 of Rome, 
Phat wouldſt thou do with me?? | 

"tk | h Mar. 


2 * — - _ 
* on 6 — — 
— — A , — 
: + n - 
r . 
Eo, 4 oh —_ a - * 2 = 


a wil gfeg, —_— 
* > +» 


* 


- 
4 T 
» * — 7 ” AY 
— — 2 — 8 
* A —— N * — — = | 
Nane — — — As = v * Ve 7 8 — 1 — — . — 
eee — nn — a —— ; : — — 
abs... ta ; OR 5 ? lan Lage > os, — " yn RS" com J i — — 2 . — 1 
0 — 2 I 3” © IR 7 N : 2 883 N hes a — 2 2 x 4 2 F 7 — DN 2 
— — —— 72 * — 0 a n , * Se — bg 
* * . * e ** > 5 ** 1 9 — Gees uh 1 F ” 
. . 111 — 3 2 4 p ho PN oo nie dy face — — 2 2 . wy 
> — — = -y 4+ a 
. op. — — * mt 
0 r - k * - * — 


+ 
8 . . YA 


0 * * — — — 
\ 1 2 2. 
—— V—-— 


8 
. e. N 4 
* 2 LA a+ . 
0 26S 
Wan 


_ * — 
A r A 
% _ 
IGG — 


* oO te 


W 
n. 


: e BS LT — Ins: i 
AE * it. 


_ a — 
4 * 


* . 2 8 


* — 


* 


*% wn 
Ea 


72 The HisTory ud PA&ED 
Mar. Sen. Diſpoſe thee hende 

Amongſt the other, Offal, for the Jaws ©; 

Of hungry Death, till Rome be purg'd of du 


Thou dy'ſt for wronging eue, e nel rk mg Niere 
Child. Oh my Lord! | Ih. 
(For you muſt be a Lord, Jouare ſo angry TY en b 
For my fake ſpare his Life. I have no Paten 
But him to guard my tender Yeats from jor hin AY « 
When he is dead, what. will become of me, ft 
A poor and helpleſs Orphan, naked leſt by 
To all the Ills of the wide facchlels World 15 Mar, 
Aar. Sen. Take hence this Brat too; mount e. Hen ill am 
And make it ſpraul to make the Grandſire ſport, ;. ha 
Child. O Bu Man! 1'l upon your Nase. ho co 
And with my little dying Hands jou - +44 y Dre 
I may be fit to do you ſome ſmall Pleaſure- ) Bo: 
I'll find a thouſand tender ways to pleaſe FOUg ::: of d all 
smile when you rage, and ſtroke you into mildnefs: Mitts m 
Play with your manly Neck, and = ou Father.:',, - r (leam 
For mine (alas!) the Gods have taken Tok me. Pd bre 
Mar. Sen. Young Crocodile ! Thus from cher Moth! hot I 1 
Are they inſtructed, bred and taught in Rane. - - (Breaſt 
For that old Paralytick Slave, diſpatch him c. 
Let me not know he breathes another moment. * Mar. 
But ſpare this, 'cauſe't has learn'd its Leſſon 3 hat N 
And I've a Softneſs in my Heart pleads for him. 1 Cat, 
| ua. 3 80% 91 et Mar. 
Well now. „ 1 methi 
AMeſ. Metellus. 0 51 47:27 ut witl 
Mar. _ aſs Mecellus + What . Dun vr: f my 
Meſ. Is fo by 15 A bag Cat. 
Mar. Sen. 1 2 eak. where? . 1 1 | Were in 
Meſ. In an nd Suburb-Cottage, Ind hay 
Upbraiding Heav'n, and curſing at your Fortune. r. 
Mar. Sen. Haſte, let him be preſery d for my own Fury, Wo, haf 
Clap, clap, your Hands for Joy, ye Friends of Marius; Wis dor 
Ten thouſand Talents for the News Ill give thee, 1 . ait the 
The Core and Bottom of my Torment's found; Cat. 
And in a Moment I ſhall be at eaſe. 8 Mar. 
Rome's Walls no more ſhall be beſmear d with 10 | ms 
: m ut Or 


of Cars Marius,” 


peace and Gladneſs flouriſh in her Streets. 
s go. Metellus ! we have found Metellus ! 0! 
t every Tongue aloud' Mefellus ; © b 
| I have daſh'd him on the Rock of Fate, x 

en be his Name e 55 bn, no more. ler. 


SC EN E IV. A Church-yard. 


Euter Marius Junior, 
Mar. Jun, As I have wander'd muſing to and fro, 
il am I brought to this unlucky place, = 
had buſineſs with the horrid Dead: 
ho could I truſt to flattery of Sleep,” 
Dreams preſage ſome joyful News at ha 
y Boſom' 4 ſits lightly on his Throne, 1 2 
0 all this day an unaceuſtom d Spirit 
itts me above the Ground with chearful Thoughts. 
dream'd Lavinia came and found me dead, 
d breath'd ſuch Life with Kiſſes on my Lips, 
hot I reviy'd and was an Emperor. 
Enter Catulus. 
Cat. My Lord already here ? 
Mar. Jun. My truſty Catulus, | 
hat News from my Lavinia ? ſpeak and bleſs me. 
Cat. She's very well. 
Mar. Jun. Then nothing can befill. 
mething thou ſeeny'ſt toknow' that's tervible,. 
ut with it boldly, Man; why canſt thou {ay 
f my Lavinia: 
Cat. But one fad word, She'sdead. 7 3 
ere in her Kindred's Vault I have ſeen her laid, 
d have been ſearching you to tell the News, _ 
Mar. Jun. Dead? is it ſo? then I deny Jou, PRs 
0, haſten quickly, get me Ink and Paper. | 
[is done: I'll hence to Night. . 
aft thou no Letters to me from che Prieft 2 
Cat, No, my good Lords: © 355" | 
Mar. Jun. No matter, get thee gone 1 Er. Catulus 
avinia ! yet I'll lie with thee to Night; 
ut for the means. Oh * 1 chou art ſvif 4 
0 


__ 
4 
* 
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I fee thou art very poor; 


vet fearſt to die? Famine is in thy Cheeks, | 


Contempt and Beggary hang on thy Back; 


Doing more Murders in this loathſom World 
L fell thee Poiſon, thou haſt ſold me none. sf 


To catch the ſtragling Thoughts of deſp'rate Men, 


I do remember an Apothecary, Warew 
That dwelt about this Rendevouz of Death : Now! 
Meagre and very rueful were his Looks; _ Cen 
Sharp Miſery had worn him to the Bones; 4 

And in his needy Shop a Tortoiſe hung, t ſho1 
An Alligator ſtuff d, and other Skins bb int 
Of ill- _— Filhes : and about his Shelyes Ent. 
A beggarly account of empty Boxes, Pris 


Green *Earthen-pots, Bladders, and muſty Seeds, Wow t: 
Remnants of Pack-thred, and old Cakes of Roſes * | | o 


Were thinly ſcatter'd to make up a Show. Cowen 
Oh for a Poiſon now! his Need will ſell it, LEW hat 
Tho it be preſent Death by Roman Law. 0 4 ome \ 
As I remember, this ſhould be the Houſe. Woe 
His Shop is ſhut : with Beggars all are n 3 

| Ind de 


Holla ? . j hoa! 

Enter Apothecary. 
Aborb. Who's there?! 
Mar. Jun. Come hither, Man, 


Thou mayſt do any thing: here's fifty — 
Get me a Draught of * will ſooneſt fre 
A Wretch from all his Cares: thou underſtandſt me 
Apoth, Such mortal Drugs I have, but Roman Lay 
Speaks Death to any he that utters em. 
Mar. Jun. Art thou ſo baſe and full of Wre 


. 
* * : 


10 17 14 
Need and Oppreſſi on ſtareth in thy Eyes, 


The World is not thy Friend, nor the World's Lan 
The World affords no Law to make thee rich: 


Then be not poor, but break it, and take this. Mar. 
Apoth. My Poverty, but not my Will conſents „, tt 
[Goes in, and fetches a Viol of Pl Prieft. 


Take this and drink it off, the Work is done. (80 
Mar. Jun. There is thy Gold, worſe Poiſon to Me 


Than theſe poor Compounds thou'rt forbid to fall 


of Carus MARIuSs. 77 
arewel buy Food —and get thy ſelf in Fleſh. = 
ow for the Monument of the Mezell; — | Exp. © 
Scene draws, and ſhews the Temple and Monument. 
RNRe.enter Marius. e 
t ſhould be here: The Door is open too. 
h inſatiate Mouth of Fate gapes wide for more. 
Enter Prieſt, and Boy with a Mattock and Iron-Crow. . 
Prieſt. Give me the Mattock and the wrenching Iron: 
F ow take this Letter, with-what haſte thou canſt 
wa ad out young Marius, and deliver it. [Exit Boy. 
„Now muſt Ito the Monument alone. ; 
| Vhat Wretch is he that's entring into th'Tomb ? 
ome Villain come to rob and ſpoil the Dead. 
Vhoe' er thou art, ſtop thy unhallow'd Purpoſe. 

Mar. Jun. Whoe'er thou art, I warn thee to be gone, 
Ind do not interrupt my horrid Purpoſe, . 
or elſe by Heaven Pl tear thee Joint by Joint, 
nd ſtrew this hungry Church-yard with thy Limbs, 
ly Mind and its Intents are ſavage wild, a 
fore fierce and more inexorable far 
1, an empty Tygers, or the roaring Sea. | 
.,* WH Prieff. Then as a ſacrilegious Slave I charge thee, 
ſt me bey and go with me, or thou muſt die. (ther. 
an Lan ar. Jun. I know I muſt, and therefore I came hi- 
ood Reyerertce, do not tempt a deſp'rate Man, | 
Heaven I love thee better than my ſelf : 
or I againſt my ſelf come hither arm'd. 
ay not, be gone Live, and hereaſter N 
Mad-man's Mercy gave thee honeſt Counſel. 

Prieſt. 1 do defy thy Mercy and thy Counſel, 

Ind here will ſeize thee as a Thief and Robber, 

Mar. Jun. Wilt thou provoke me? Then here, take 
thy Wages. „ [Kills him. 

Prieff, I'm kill'd. Oh Marius now too late I know 


* 


7 . 
3] 
F'Y 13 


of Pol 

ou'ſt lain the only Man could do thee good. (thee, 
to Me Lavinia Oh — | . 
Aar. Jun. Let me peruſe this Face. | 

el. s che honeſt Prieft that join'd our Hands 


© © Diſguiſe conceal'd. Give me thy Hand; 
Wet in ill Fate's black Roll with me thou'rt writ, 


"od 1'11 


76 The 1165 0 v and FALL 


VII bury thee in a triumphant Grave, 
Thou deteſtable Maw, thou Womb of l 4 74 
Gorg'd with the deareft Morſel of the Earth, © 


Mar. 
or er. 
Did not 
And wi 


Thus will I force thy rotten Jaws to open, as th 
And ſpite of thee yet cram thee with more Food. know 
[ Pulls dow the Side of the 1 Thus tc 
Oh gorgeous Palace! oh my Love! my. Wife! nd be 
Death has had yet no Pow'r upon thy Beauty; his W 
Thar 1s not conquer d. Beauty's Enſign yet m all 
Is Crimſon in thy Lips and in thy Cheeks ; | " What m 
And the pale Flag is not advanc'd yet there. 
Why art thou ill ſo fair? Shall I believe av. 
That the lean Monſter Death is amorous | o ope 


And keeps thee here in Darkneſs for his — And ſh 
For fear of that, I'll ſtay with thee for ever. nan < 
Come bitter Conduct, thou unſavory Guide: e's ge 


Here's to my Low En the Poſh \ Vial 
And now Eyes look our laft, WW Chu 
Arms take your laſt Embrace, whilſt on theſe Lips or po 
I fix the Seal of an eternal Contract. — erhap 
She breathes ard flirs Lavinia u. o hel] 

Lav. in the Tomb, Where am 12 Bleſs me, Her lamn 
'Tis very cold; and yet here's ſomething warm nd a 

Mar. Jun. She lives, and we ſhall both be made Im ho 


þt en 
What! 
Dh! I 


Speak, my Lavinia, ſpeak ſome heavenly News, 0 
And tell me how the Gods deſign to treat us.. 
Lav. O! I have flept a long ten thouſand Yea! 


W hat have they done with me} I'll not be uſed 17 ö Tear u 
I'll not wed Sylla. Marius is my Husband, ad da 
Is he not, Sir? Methinks you're very like im. Enter 
Be good as he is, and protect me. Mar 

Mar. Jun. Hah! | La. 
Wilt thou not own me? am I then but like bim! 2 Met. 
Much, much indeed I'm _— from what 1 wass Lav 
And ne'er ſhall be my ſelf, it thou art loſt. Wome, 

Lav. The Gods have heard my Vows it is ray Mari Mar 
Once more they have reſtor'd him to my Eyes. La 


Hadſt thou nat come, ſure F had ſlept for ever. 1 bat! 
But there's a Sovereign Charm in thy Embraces, May 
That a: might do Wonders and revive the Dead. Lay 


„ 


of Caius MaARIUS. 77 
Mar. Jun. 111 Fate no more, Lavinia, now ſhall part 
or cruel Parents, nor oppreſſing Laws. (us, 
did not Heaven's Powers all wonder at our Loves? 
\nd when thou told'ſt the Tale of thy Diſaſters, 
as there not Sadneſs and a Gloom amongſt em? 
"WH know there was; and they in pity ſent thee, 
hrs to redeem me from this Vale of Torments, 
| ind bear me with thee to thoſe Hills of Joy. 
his World's groſs Air grows burdenſome thats 
'm all a God ; ſuch heav'nly Joys tranſport me, 
hat mortal Senſe grows ſick, and faints with a 
ER. = 1 | [Dies. 
Lav, Oh! to recount my Happineſs to thee, 5 
o open all the Treaſure of my Soul, 1 
\nd ſhew thee how 'tis fill'd, would waſte more time 
han ſo impatient. Love as mine can ſpare. | 
e's gone! he's dead! breathleſs: alas! my Marius. 
& Vial too; here, here has been his Bane. 10 
W Churl! drink all? not leave one friendly Drop 
or poor Tavinia? Yet I'll drain thy Lips; 
perhaps ſome welcome Poiſon may hang there, 
o help me overtake thee on thy Journey. 
lammy and damp as Earth. Hah! ſtains of Blood? 
ad a Man murder'd ? Tis the unhappy: Flamen. 
ho fix their Joys on any thing that's Mortaly, 
et em behold my Portion, and deſpair. « 
© What ſhall 1 do? how will the Gods difpoſe me ? 
rs. Ph! I could rend theſe Walls with Lamentation, 
mus : rear up the Dead from their corrupted Graves, 
I Wo1ddaub the Face of Earth with her own Bowels. . | 
I Enter Marius Senior, and Guards driving in Metellus. 
Mar. Sen. Purſue the Slave; let not his Gods protect 


Lav, More Miſchiefs? hah ! my Mather! (him. 
Fi Met, Oh! I am ſlain. [Falls down and dies. 
s; av. And murder'd too. When will my Woes have 


Come, cruel Tyrant. 68 1 0 - +. (end2 
Maru Mar. Sen. Sure I have known that Face, |. © 
Lav, And canſt thou think*of any one good Turn | 
That I have done thee, and not kill me for't? 
Mar, Sen. Art thou:not:call'd Lavinia? 1 
Lav, Once I was, 2 22:75 2 on 


Mat 
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But by my Woes may now: be better known; . 


Mar. Sen. I cannot fee thy Face — | . FL 
Lav. You muſt, and hear me, 4, or 
By this, you muſt : nay, 1 will hold yon galt. 

-  [Serzes FR 


Mar. Sen, What wouldſt thou ſay ? Where's a: m 
Rage gone now? 
Tav. ] am Lavinia, born of noble Race. 
My blooming Beauty conquer'd many Hearts, 
But prov'd the greateſt Torment of my own : 
Tho my Vows proſper'd, and my Loye was anſiver'd 
By Marius, the nobleſt, goodlieſt Youth 
That Man e'er envy'd at. or Virgin ſigh'd for. 
He was the Son of an unhappy Parent, | 
And baniſh'd with him when our Joys were young ; ; 
Scarce a Night old. 
Mar. Sen. I do remember't well. 
And thou art She, that Wonder of thy Kind, 
That couldſt be true to exil'd Miſery, 
And to and fro thro barren Deſarts range, 
To find tht unhappy Wretch thy Soul was fond oft 
| Lav. Do you remember't well? "rp 
Mar. Sen, In every Point. FEOF vl 
Lav. You then were gentle, took mein your Arts, 
Embrac'd me, bleſt me, us'd-me like a Father. 
And ſure I was not thankleſs for the Bounty. {fort 
Mar. Sen. No, thou wert, next the Gods, my only Com- 
When I lay panting on the dry parch'd Earth, 
Beneath the ſcorching Heat of burning Noon, 
Hungry and dry, no "Food nor Friend to chear me; 
Then Thou, as by the Gods ſome Angel ſent, 
Cam'ſt by, and in compaſſi on didſt relleve me. 
Lav. Did J all this? | 
Mar. Sen. Thou didft ; thou ſav'dſt my Life, 

Elſe I had ſunk beneath the Weight of Want, 
And been a Prey to my remorſeleſs Foes. ' 
Lav. And ſee how well I am at laſt rewarded. 
All could not ballance for the ſhort-term'd Life - 
Of one old Man: You have my Father bucher d, 
The only Comfort 1 had left on . 


4 
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. _ Gods have taken too my Husband from me; 118 54 
243 19 See where he lies, your. and my onhy Jo. ! en > i 5 
30% ( This Sword yet reeking with my Father's Gore,” RY 
Plunge it into My. Breaſt: plunge. P ade, 
And now let Rage, PiſtraQion and De AK 
Seize all Mankind, till they grew Mad as 1 20. 0 N. 
k [Stabs her ſelf with the Sword. 
Mar. Sen. Nay, now thou haſt outdone me much in 
Be Nature's Light A ; let the Sun - (Crueley; 
Withdraw-hig Bea the World in Derkneſs/ tk 
ver d Whilſt here J Dowtabay 1 Life ii Sortows. Le. 
Oh! let me bury Me i all my Sins 
Here with this good old Man Thus let me kiſs 
125 Thy pale ſunk Cheeks, embalm thee with my OY F 
v4 My Son, how cam'ſt thou by this wretched End? 
; We might have all been Friends, and in one Houſe 
Enjoy'd the Bleſſings of eternal Peace. 
But oh! my crue Nature has undone me. 


Enter Meſſenger. r 

1 Mel. My Lord, I bring you moſt diſaſtrous News 5 

f, WH Syllz's ce d; his Army's on their March, 8 
W From Capua, and to morraw will reach Rome. 


* 


At which the Rabble are in new Rebellion, po 

And your Sulpitius mortally is wounded. EE 

Enter Sulpitius (led by two of the Guards) and Granius. 
Mar. Sen. Oh! then I'mruin'd. Fro. this very Moment 

Has my good Genius leſt me; Hope forſakes me, 

The name of Sylla's baneful to my Fortune. 

Be warn'd by* me, ye Great. ones, how y NERD 

Your Country's Peace, and dip your Hands in $laup 

Ambition is a Luft that's never quench'd, 3 

Grows more inflam'd and madder by Enjoyment, yy 

Bear me away, and lay me on my | 

| A hopeleſs Veſſel bound for the dark Land” 

$0 Of loathſome Death, and loaded deep wise Sorrows, 5 

. {THe is le off. bk 

Sulp, A Curſe on all Repentance ! 1 how 1 hate 1 it! 

| I'd rather hear a Dog howl than a Man whine. = 
Gran. You're wounded, Sir: I hope it is not much. 
Sulp. No; 'tis not ſo deep as a Well, nor fo wide as a 

Church. door; but tis deep enough; "twill ſerve ; 1 ani 


pepper'd 


— 
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all Mad-men hereafter. -. 1. Tiger a a Ego i let this 

be my Epitaph: i in lt "082 wdT 
Sulpitius lies hers; that robo Slave, E319) M 

. That ſent 4 2 5 fer: oh to the Grave: 
And dy'd bike a a1 had liv'd like 4 Lasur. 


= * 
2 55 DE | (Exeuns * 
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| Spoke by Mrs. Barry, who acted Lavinia. 


Miſchief on't ! tho Tm again alive, 
A May 1 believe this Play of ours ſhall thrive ? 
This Drumming, Trumpeting, and Fighting TON $7: 17 
Why, what a Devil will the People ſay ? 
The Nation that's without, and hears the Din, 
Will fwear we're raiſing Volunteers again. 55 
ie For know, our Poet, when this Play was made, 
it | Had nought but Drums and Trumpets in his Head. 
| 


tf H' had baniſh'd Poetry and all her Charms, 
And needs the Fool would be a Man at Arms. 
Nõ Prentice e er grown weary of Indentures, 
Had ſuch a longing Mind to feek Adventures. 
Nay, ſure at laſt th Infection general grew ; 

For tot her Day I was a Captain too: 
Neither for Flanders nor for France to roam, 

But, juſt as you were all, to ſtay at home. 
And now for you who here come wrapt in Cloaks, . 
14 Only for ce of Underhill and Nurſe Noakes; - 
Oiur Poet ſays, one Day to a Play ye come, Fn 
' Which ſerves ye half a Tear for Wit at home. 
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Will take his third Day's Pawn for fifty Pound? 
Or, now he is caſhier'd, will fairly. venture 


Therefore when he receiv d that fatal Doom, 
This Play came forth, in hopes his Friends would c come 


To help a poor disbanded Soldier home. 
T H E EN D. 
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per'd I warrant, I warrant for this World. A Pom on | | 


But which amongſt you is there to be found. ET 


; To give him ready Money for's Debenture ? 0 e 


B. 


2 bbc bes hes KF £72 95 75 2927 32+. 10 * 
1 ellington) "and 

( Darby iz Bartholomew ck 27 
Betteſworth in Pater-noſter-Row, R. 
Caldwell zn Newgate-ſtreer, - and F. 
Clay without Temple. | 
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HE Art of Pleaſing i in ; Converſation, both in | 
French and Engliſh. 
Mrs. Behn's Novels, 2 Vol. with ca. ETA | 
— ker Plays, 4 Vol. f "4 WESC AN | 
Beaumont and Fletcher's Plays, 7 Vol. i 
Brown's Roman Hiſtory; for che uſe of Schools 1] 
Bragg's Advice to young - a | 
» Boyer's French Dictionary. — wy wo 
-__ Blunt's Law Dictionar x. W 0 I | 
Lord Bacon's Eſſays. . _ 11 
Dr. Bray's Lectures on the Catechiſm, 7 42 
Dr. Comber's Compnayon.. coxhe: Ane. A 
Cibber's Plays „ t 
Congreve's Incognita, or e boy reconcild ; 
a Novel, both in 8vo and mo. | | 
Cocker's Decimal Arithmetick, th Edition, „ 
Collier's Dictionary abridg'd, 2 ws e | 
 Dryden's Plays 6 Vol. e 1 
Etmullerus s Works abridg'd, in Engliſh. 5 +; 
= The ſame in Latin. | ; 
Fontanelle's Plurality of Worlds, PR kr by Glawtil., . 
The Comical Hiſtory: of Francion, ranting by « Tho: 


Brown and others, 
The Government of the Thoughts, with the Art of 
Patience. 5 
Hudibrass. „„ 436 The s of (REY | = 
Hitory of Sweden by r ft. 
Hartman Family PhyGciari.. > - #0016 e 3 9255 1 
. Hunt's Mathematical Companion. 10 bo- ẽEs 
Horvel's Elements of Hiſtory: 1 Kren 5 2 #1 -na | 
Archbiſhop's Laud's Devotions. + : 55 
. or the Lover's Secretary * bliſh'd by 
Tho, Brown, | | Loye 
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love 18808 betwixt a B wa a ; Calaler, mo. 


| —= The ſame in 8 vo, WIA Hopkins's As 
Taſſel's Journey thro ray. e 
„ oY IOW An 
——The ſame in 8yo. o. O75): | An 
* Milton's Paradiſe Loſt, and Regain 15 71 
| . 'Montaignt's Effays, tranſlated by Mr. Cotton, 3 Vol. _ E/ 
| ». MManger's French Grammar, 28th Edit. Ea 
= Royal French Grammar. - | E 
1 Dr. Mead on the Influences of the Sun SE, ban 705 Hi 
4 Nourſe's Eſſays on the Nature and Faculties of Man. 
| i Ovid Traveltie, or Ovid's oy —_—_— b Tl 
it Radcliff, 1 Ki 
I; | Orway's Plays 2 Vol. L ee NO 
| [ Polybius's Hiſtory i in zeal, by Sir Shears, Dry: 
Wi den, &c. 2 Vol. : 
By: Peachy on the Diſcaſes of Children, * 8 4 N OR 
* Sir Tho. Pope-Blount's Eſſayhs. * Ac 
| | © ha — His Remarks on Poetry. | | A 
| [7 Riverius's Practice of Phyſick abridg'd. © A 
[ Earl of Rocheſter" 8 nen Letters, rann by The A 
Bron. | A 
'  Rochefocault's Maxims, tranſlated by Dr. Stanhope, © C 


Shakeſpear's Plays 9 Vol. 

_ Southern's Plays 2 Vol. ö © $25556 2 
Scarron's Novels. n 11 
Dr. Sydenham's Practical Works, 8th Edit. 

Select Novels, 2 Vol. with Cuts; containing the 
Happy slave, Princeſs of Cleve, Love in a Nunnery, Earl 
of F524 ex, and others. 

Vertot's Revolutions of Sanden. DOSE 

Ml Vitruvius and Vignola's Archives abridg'd, b Monſ | 

Wo Perault, and Mr. Jo. Moxom, with 60 e tes. 

. Vanbrugh's Plays 2 Vol. 

Myscberley's Plays 2 Vol. 

F 


Walker of the Education of young Senden. . 

* Whaley's Sermons: 1. On the Power of Faith. 
2. The Danger of a miſinform'd Conſcience. 3. The 
different Difpe nſations of Grace. 4. The Caſe of a 

! - Death-bed Repentance. 5. The certain Way to Hap- 
| pineſs. 6, Growth in Grace. 7. Of Duelling and 
Sell. murder. 8. of the ny of b human 2 — 
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| Ambitious Dock 


Anatomiſt, 'or Sam” Doc: Pandig Sb | 
toe; EE 8 71 Othello, or the Moor 
Eſop. | Venice. U 
Earl of Eſſex. | Orphan. . 
Hamlet. Ornos. 
Hiſtory and Fall of Cais Rehearſal. and Changi 
5 Marius. ea Wite. 
, The Iſland Princeſs, Sir Courtly Nicc. 
King Lear. | + 9 
Single Play: ys in . 
Adventures of 5 Hours. Gentleman Daneing MaC. 
Ambitious Stepmother. ter, 
Albion Queens, Henry the Second, 
All miſtaken, Iſland Princeſs. | 
Alcibiades. Innocent Uſurper, or Death 
Cambyſes. of L. Jane Gray. 
Cyrus the Great. Injur'a Love. 
Chances. Limberham, or kind Keeper 
i Caligula. Love Triumphant. 
City Heireſs. Love in a Wood. 
Ceſar Borgia. Lucius Junius Brutus 
Conqueſt of Spain. Libertine. 
Duke of Guiſe. ' Marriage Alamode. 
Deſtruction of Jeruſalem. Married Beau. 
Don Quixot. Maſlacre of Paris. 
Epſom Wells. Mithridates. 
Empreſs of Morocco. Maid's Tragedy. ; 
Friendſhip improv'd. Maid's laſt Prayer. 2 
Faithful General. Othello, the Moor of Venice, ig 
Fond Husband. Oedipus, King of Thebes. THI 
Fairy Queen. | Oroonoko. 
Grateful Servant. Orphan. 
Generous Conqueror. Provok'd Wife. | 
Generous Choice. . Philaſter. Fo: 
b 565 - 34 is 5 £5. 5 : ; = i 25 0 Of v; 
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